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Chapter One 


A warm glow from a bedside candle revealed two figures 
lying spooned together, legs entwined. A white cotton sheet 
was tangled between them, the comforter long discarded on 
the floor beside the bed. The point where one began and the 
other ended was difficult to comprehend, as an intimacy 
permeated the entire room. The intoxicating aromas of cum, 
coupled with two half-full glasses of Bordeaux lingered. 

For Roman Carter, the reality of the last few hours 
captured his soul more than he dared allow. It had been a 
long time, too long, since he had felt this complete. While he 
lay cradled in Kyle’s arms, images of his husband’s 
dominant caresses returned, igniting a fresh desire. 

Alone in their bedroom after the commitment ceremony, 
Kyle had immediately taken him into his arms. He 
remembered the slow, sensual kiss and the hand placed on 
his hip as his husband pulled him close. Kyle’s lips had been 
moist and sweet on his, their taste still lingering. Even the 
scent of Kyle’s body seemed to have evaporated into his 
pores. 

Roman barely had time to light a few candles and pour 
the wine before Kyle grabbed his hand, leading him the 
short distance to their bed. They had undressed each other 
Slowly, until tender caresses were replaced by unexplored 
passions. 

Now Kyle was probably asleep, or should be. The clock 
on the nightstand was approaching two o'clock in the 
morning. Feeling Kyle lightly stroke his arm, he stirred 
against his touch. 

“You should be asleep,” his partner whispered, pulling 
him closer. 

Surely he can’t read my thoughts, too. Smiling in the dim 
light, more sensual ideas continued to enter Roman’s mind. 

“Why? So you can continue to touch my arm in the hopes 
that | will unknowingly succumb to your advances,” Roman 


replied, smiling and rolling over so both men were facing 
each other. 

“It would appear you already have. You know you’re my 
gay baby,” Kyle countered, capturing Roman’s lips in an 
intimate kiss. 

“| don’t think | fully understand the role of a gay baby,” 
Roman answered teasingly. 

“Oh, | am going to make sure you do!” 

Breaking apart their faces, he remained close. Roman 
twined Kyle’s fingers with his own, hoping his eyes assured 
his husband of everything that their bodies had shared. He 
regretted not being more verbal. Roman recalled Kyle’s 
myriad of sentiments that he had mingled into a sexual 
dialog. Perhaps that was the role of a “top,” a word that his 
partner had used as their skin first made contact with the 
sheets. 

“We should have done this before now,” Roman said, 
using his other hand to trace Kyle’s lips in a sensual gesture. 

“| believe it was a mutual agreement, waiting to be 
intimate.” 

“I’m not talking about the sex!” 

“Just sex?” Kyle questioned, less than serious, as a smile 
lit the dark blond’s face. 

“No, silly boy...acknowledging us, this marriage, and 
allowing my brain to accept what my heart wanted.” 

“Contrary to what you may think, this silly boy knew 
before you even realized it yourself,” Kyle said. 

Roman felt Kyle quickly flip him, pinning him below his 
body. 

“So what was it that your heart wanted, Roman?” Kyle 
asked as his hazel eyes darkened a shade. 

Enjoying the feel of Kyle’s lips, he parted his own, 
allowing his lover to deepen the kiss. 

He felt Kyle suddenly pause, brushing a nose against his. 

“My heart wants us to be one. While the oral was nice, 
my hard dick wants to be inside your ass. That has to be 
satisfied.” Kyle spoke barely above a whisper as Roman felt 


” 


his lover’s hands caressing his body, while describing an 
even more explicit scenario in his ear. “I didn’t suggest 
earlier because you were nervous. It wouldn’t have been 
pleasurable for either one of us.” 

Roman suddenly found himself spooned once again 
against Kyle’s body, but this time his husband’s hands were 
more insistent. 

“It’s an act of trust, gay baby, and a culmination of love. 
Do you trust me, Roman?” 

Roman opened his mouth to reply, only to be silenced 
again by Kyle’s lips. 

“Of course you trust me. | don’t feel you trembling like 
earlier tonight. Thought | wouldn’t notice as you tried to 
distract me by pouring wine and lighting candles. I’m the 
one who should who should be calling you si//y boy. Submit 
to me, Roman. We need to bond. | need to make damn sure 
you understand what it means to be my gay baby.” 

Kyle’s arousal was clearly obviously in the insistent tone 
of his words. 

“Open your heart to me,” Kyle breathed, spooning him 
even closer. “And relax. It will make the first time easier,” he 
continued, reaching for a condom and lube in the 
nightstand. 

Roman quickly grabbed Kyle’s hand as their fingers 
entwined and Kyle’s dialog smoldered his senses. 

“Surrender to me, baby,” Kyle whispered, his voice laced 
hot with desire. “This may hurt...the first time...It did for me. 
Let’s try my fingers first...sort of get you ready...loosen you 
up. Feels good, don’t it?” he asked as Roman felt him slip 
first one finger, then another inside his body. “So very tight 
and warm. | don’t want to hurt you, but my dick is much 
bigger.” 

Roman closed his eyes, drinking in the new sensations 
that were taking hold of his body, as Kyle settled into a 
pattern that included the continual slipping of fingers inside 
his body. 


“Gay baby, you tell me when you're ready,” Kyle said. 
“My pleasure depends on yours, as well. You’ve got nothing 
to prove to me. We'll just keep loosening you up until you 
are ready.” 

“| want your cock inside me,” Roman whispered, knowing 
Kyle heard his sharp intake of breath as he felt his 
husband’s dick slowly filling him. 

“| don’t recall anyone ever making me feel this fucking 
good,” Kyle moaned, “so deep a connection...so complete! 
God, you’re so tight! | love you,” he said as Roman felt his 
warm breath on the back of his neck. 

As he gripped Kyle’s hand tighter, an inferno was 
mounting in his body, threatening to unleash, and he 
believed that Kyle’s words reflected his own unspoken 
thoughts. He wanted to feel Kyle come inside him while his 
own explosion spilled. 

“Talk to me, gay baby. Tell me how | am making you 
feel,” Kyle whispered, never giving him a chance to reply, 
covering his lips with his own. “Do you like being a bottom?” 
he murmured, moving in a gentle rhythm. “This is about two 
men sharing their love. Don’t you ever let anyone tell you 
different. It’s about me wanting to connect with you. | need 
that with you.” 

“I want you to make me come,” Roman replied. 

“So do |. Tell me if I’m hurting you.” 

Roman felt Kyle roll him beneath his body as their chests 
met. 

“Wrap your legs around me. We're going to pause for a 
minute, though, give your body time to adjust before we 
pick it up, and relax, the worst is over. You feel so good 
wrapped around me, me inside your ass,” Kyle whispered 
against Roman’s lips. 

Eventually, Roman felt his body relaxing as his hands 
pulled his partner closer. 

“We're as close as we can possibly get, Roman.” 

“I want you Kyle, all of your hard cock!” 


“You’ve got all of me. Every bit of my dick is inside your 
tight ass,” Kyle replied, picking up the rhythm as promised. 

Roman felt his husband’s firm, even strokes as his own 
dick was hard and moistening Kyle’s body. 

“Sometimes this helps,” Kyle murmured, reaching to 
caress Roman’s dick in his hand. “I feel you hard and leaking 
against me.” 

“Fuck me, Kyle,” Roman breathed. 

“You're not ready for that, but maybe for this...” 

Roman felt Kyle stop immediately, causing him to writhe 
beneath him. 

“Dammit, Kyle. Don’t stop. I’m so close!” 

Reaching into the same nightstand, Roman watched Kyle 
retrieve a pair of red silk ribbons, binding his wrists above 
his head. 

“Open your heart. Trust me.” Kyle spoke quietly as he 
continued the firm, even thrusts into Roman’s body. 

“It feels good! Especially now...Kyle...” Roman breathed. 

“It’s supposed to feel good...damn good, too. Of course, 
you know that for the last few minutes | have been tapping 
your prostate.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I just do...All flushed...trembling beneath me. | think 
you're about to come...” 

Seconds later, Roman felt his warm cum spill between 
them, as Kyle grabbed his ass in his hands, pulling him hard 
against him. “Damn, boy,” Kyle moaned. As his husband’s 
final thrust was so powerful that it almost pulled him to a 
sitting position on Kyle’s lap. 

“| wanted us to come together...sort of seal our bodies. 
You're mine now,” Kyle breathed against Roman’s trembling 
lips. “Looking so sweet lying under me,” he said, covering 
his husband’s lips with his own while releasing Roman’s 
wrists from the ribbons. 

Afterward, Roman felt Kyle stroking his hair, as the 
tender gesture gradually faded to a more even pattern of 
breathing. This time Kyle was asleep, with Roman spread 


across his chest. Almost afraid to sleep, he fought the warm 
comfort of Kyle’s body, trying to will the moment from 
fading. 

Hoping he had satisfied his young lover, he realized it 
wasn’t about mechanics, but two spirits joining to become 
one. The only difference between being intimate with Kyle 
and a woman was anatomy. All the other emotional 
elements were present. At forty-two, the vocal affirmations 
of Kyle, twelve years his junior, had riveted through him, 
piquing a curiosity and a passion that he knew would be 
impossible to tame. 

It had seemed almost natural, subconscious even, as he 
had allowed Kyle to claim top status. Even more delicious to 
know was that at any time he could claim it, returning the 
same level of intimacy. The sound of the word top coming 
from Kyle’s lips made Roman realize that his life would now 
forever be defined by the mutual love of Kyle Stringer. 

If someone had told him five years ago that he would be 
lying today intimately twined with a man, he would have 
scoffed at the idea. Not from a prejudice or disgust, but 
simply from his own improbability at the idea. Five years 
ago, he was married to his college sweetheart, Lisa, and 
expecting their first child. A tragic car accident had crushed 
those dreams, as their vehicle had been hit head-on by a 
drunk driver. 

Lisa and their child died on a Wednesday, and Roman 
returned to work on the following Monday. Not allowing 
himself time to grieve, he remembered suppressing painful 
memories, taking control of his position as owner of Ripped, 
a specialty gym in his hometown of Hot Springs, Arkansas. 
He even conducted interviews, hiring a personal trainer for 
some new weight lifting classes. Smiling now, he retrieved 
the comforter from the floor, wrapping it around them both. 
Hiring that trainer was probably one of the best decisions he 
had ever made, and the other was allowing that same man 
to turn his body into a smoldering fire. 


Kyle stirred in his sleep, mumbling, “If you don’t go to 
sleep, Roman, | am going to make you wish you had. It’s 
almost six in the morning.” 

“You complete me, silly boy,” Roman said, wishing that 
he could tell Kyle what was really in his heart as he looked 
down into his eyes, stroking his cheek with his hand, only to 
feel Kyle put a hand under his chin, forcing his brown eyes 
back to ones that held something so raw that he was sure 
there were no words to describe it. “I’d like to take the lead. 
Reciprocate,” he said, suddenly looking away again. 

“Look at me and quit acting like a prepubescent school 
boy who has just been deflowered. We both can bench press 
two hundred and fifty pounds. Besides, you were married 
before. | thought I had broken you of any inhibitions. Just tell 
me you want to be on top. | enjoy versatility.” 

“My only unexplored inhibition is my need to make love 
to you, and | am breaking that right now,” Roman said as his 
lips traced the curve of Kyle’s neck. 

Kyle returned his face to Roman’s saying, “Are you Sure? | 
don’t expect it to be versatile every time, you know.” 

“More sure than | have been of anything in a long time,” 
Roman whispered against Kyle’s lips. 

“Then tell me you want to fuck me.” 

As Roman hesitated, Kyle asked, “Didn’t you ever tell 
your wife? Say it, Roman!” 

“I want to fuck you, Kyle,” Roman said, watching Kyle’s 
eyes close in pleasure as he returned the rhythmic caress. 

“So in love with you, Roman,” Kyle whispered while 
covering his partner’s lips with his own. 

“It’s your turn, sweet boy,” Roman replied. “I want you to 
feel as good as you made me feel. If that’s even possible. 
Surrender to me now. I’m your top,” he continued, exploring 
more of his husband’s verbal lingo. He enjoyed Kyle’s 
arousal at the use of the words. “I think | enjoy being inside 
your ass just as much as | want you in mine.” 

Any level of control that Roman believed he had was 
Slowly dissolving as he felt Kyle restless and trembling 


beneath him. His thoughts repeatedly responded to Kyle’s 
affirmations of love, but his voice could not form the words, 
at least not yet. 

“It won't be long before we can sleep. I’m so close to 
coming,” Roman replied, breathless, pulling Kyle closer to 
him as the restlessness of his own body sought completion. 


Chapter Two 


Waking from a deep sleep, familiar, searing pains 
coursed through Roman’s legs. Disturbing Kyle in the 
progress, he pulled his legs from their embrace, sitting on 
the side of the bed. The pain was almost unbearable, with 
sensations he described to doctors as “smoldering fire.” 
Reaching quickly into the nightstand, he retrieved his bottle 
of liquid Demerol, only to realize he had no water close to 
mix it with. His choices included trying to walk to the 
kitchen, or to use his glass of wine a short distance away. 
Before he had time to ponder either decision, Kyle was 
kneeling on the floor in front of him. 

“The pain is worse this time, isn’t it?” 

Not giving him a chance to reply, Roman watched Kyle 
disappear into the bathroom, retrieving a glass of water 
from the tap. 

“Take your meds, and then I’m taking you to the ER!” 

Roman violently shook his head. 

“It’s anguish for me to see you like this, not to mention 
what you must be feeling.” 

“The whirlpool, perhaps deep tissue massage,” Roman 
replied, breathless. “They have both worked in the past.” 

Ten minutes later, both men were sitting in the tub, with 
Roman leaning against Kyle’s chest. As the effects of the 
medication mixed with the pulsating jets, Roman focused on 
Kyle’s voice in his ear mumbling something about 
visualization techniques he had learned as part of his 
physical therapy training. 

Kyle’s voice was talking about two men very much in 
love on a beach near their condo on the lake, making 
promises in last night’s sunset. Barefoot, they both wore 
white, repeating vows in front of an intimate group of family 
and friends. He continued to talk about the older man’s 
nervousness, which he had carefully tried to hide later when 
they were alone. The younger man had quickly taken the 
lead, sealing their union. 


” 


After what seemed like only a few minutes, but was 
probably much longer, Roman heard Kyle whisper, “We need 
to get you out of here.” 

Roman woke later to what smelled like homemade soup, 
as Kyle pushed a bowl at him. 

“| made chicken noodle. | thought you might need 
something hot in your stomach on top of the medication. | 
guess what you said about not being much of a cook was 
right. | had to run to the store to even make that.” 

“How long was | out?” Roman asked, running a hand 
through his chestnut hair, as he fought the groggy effects of 
the Demerol. 

“We got in the tub at noon...were out by one...and now 
it’s almost eight. I’d say about seven hours.” 

“Not much of a honeymoon, huh?” 

“Just eat, we can talk later,” Kyle replied, visibly upset. 

Between bites, Roman said, smiling, “Just talk? | had 
hoped that we could...” He paused at the odd look on Kyle’s 
face. 

“Do nothing,” Kyle interrupted, finishing the sentence for 
him. “I think you should just take another dose of Demerol 
and rest until morning.” 

“Before you interrupted me, | wanted to say that | 
wanted us to make love again later.” 

“Probably no chance of that! Making love is not exactly 
the word | would have chosen, though,” Kyle said 
sarcastically, whispering an alternative under his breath, 
“and you seemed to be more than willing to do that last 
night!” 

“I was willing to be open and honest with you.” 

“That’s debatable! So how’s the pain responding to the 
medication?” 

“A dull ache, and probably will be for a few days. Is there 
something | am missing in this conversation?” Roman asked, 
setting the bowl of half-eaten soup on the nightstand. 

He felt Kyle take hold of his hand. “I have never meant 
anything more than what we shared last night on the beach 


and in this bed together.” 

“Yeah, neither have I.” 

Expecting Kyle to continue the conversation, Roman was 
Surprised when his husband ran a hand over his face, 
abruptly standing, and ending with his back turned, looking 
out the window. 

“We need to talk,” Kyle finally said. 

“That’s obvious,” Roman said, limping slightly as he 
joined Kyle, wrapping his arms around him. 

Kyle leaned into his embrace. 

“Talk to me. Tell me what’s wrong. You know | am glad 
you were here for me today.” 

“love you, Roman,” he murmured. 

“Come to bed,” Roman whispered. 

“| want to hear you Say it.” 

“What?” Roman asked as he began kissing Kyle’s neck. 

“Stop,” Kyle replied, pulling away from his embrace as 
his sarcasm increased. “You didn’t seem to have a problem 
telling her grave last week, or every time we go, for that 
matter! How long have | been going with you now? Twice a 
week for the last year! Maybe we could make love. | could 
pretend to be Lisa, kind of a dark fantasy. What would you 
say to her?” 

Turning to face him, it shocked Roman to see fresh tears 
in Kyle’s eyes, and it equally shocked to see him so 
vulnerable. Usually Kyle was picking up the pieces for him. 
“Don’t act naive, Roman! However, you’ve always been 
good at doing that!” 

“Silly boy, you know my feelings for you both publicly 
and certainly privately. Last night should have been proof of 
that,” he said as his hand wiped a tear present on Kyle’s 
cheek, and he tried to stay calm in spite of what he had said 
about Lisa. 

“I’m not your silly boy! | am a man deeply in love! Did 
you know I’ve loved you from the moment I sat down in your 
office for that interview at Ripped? | waited three years for 
you to decide that you felt some sort of an attraction to me! 


Then, | think | spent another six months watching as you 
tried to pretend that our kiss in the locker room never 
happened! | remember you turning off the video tapes for 
our after-hours therapy sessions, saying something about 
insurance liabilities! | offered you my physical therapy 
services out of love, and have continued them even when 
the doctors have no explanation for the pain in your legs!” 

By now Kyle’s shouting had more than infuriated Roman. 
“Well, | seem to be the one with the bottle of Demerol!” 

“Thanks to me! Remember your pain management 
doctor? Edward? He’s providing you with those prescriptions 
as a personal favor to me. Yeah, that’s right! Edward and | 
were involved for almost a year during college. Why do you 
think | recommended him to you when you were unable to 
get pain meds anywhere else? | never felt for Edward what | 
am feeling for you right now. We were physical...very 
physical upon my recollection, but it was just that. | know 
we both cared for each other. | had never been with anyone 
else, but he had. You’re a smart man, Roman, so | Know you 
had ideas about what would take place between us last 
night. Bet you didn’t know | felt your hands shaking as you 
undressed me. | was even happy to pet like teenagers for a 
few hours, but | couldn’t forget you telling me of your 
willingness to try whatever | wanted before | even laid a 
hand on you. Maybe | should lay another hand on you, a 
rougher one! You seemed to enjoy the products | bought and 
my tenderness a bit too much!” 

“Can | please say something?” Roman cut in. 

“Yeah, I'm finished!” Kyle said as he started to retrieve 
his discarded clothing from the floor. 

“You're right. This lifestyle is new for me, but you're not 
going anywhere until you tell me what is really going on.” 

“Lifestyle? It not about a /ifestyle! It's about love, our 
love! Well, at least what | thought was mutual love! Besides, 
| thought you knew what was going on!” Kyle said as he 
flung the white linen pants and shirt in Roman’s face. 

“Okay. We got married last night...” 


Kyle interrupted again. “If you call it that! Arkansas 
refuses to accept our marriage. | wanted to travel to a state 
that did, but you said that a piece of paper didn’t matter, so 
| had to be satisfied with just a commitment ceremony! | 
wanted more, much more! It’s always about you, your 
feelings, your health, and the rotting corpse that you still 
hang on to!” 

“Go screw yourself! | wasn’t aware that tops behaved like 
jealous schoolgirls! The campy act doesn’t suit you,” Roman 
said, regretting the words as soon as he spoke them. 

“This is me, Roman! Maybe | don’t let it rage so much at 
the gym or in public, but | am sure you will come to find the 
south is not the most loving place for the homosexual male. 
This is who | am with the man | love! Regardless of my 
athletic body, I’ve always had what | like to refer to as the 
phenomenal gay vibe. Sorry, Roman, that you look so 
Straight! | think | know the truth, though. Roman enjoys 
being my versatile gay baby!” 

“I noticed your gay vibe.” 

“Is that all you have to say?” Kyle countered. 

“I| don’t know what to say, because you still haven’t 
really told me why you are acting this way! Well, except you 
think | don’t express my feelings for you. | love you! There, 
are you happy?” he asked, trying to hide the hurt that Kyle’s 
words were inflicting. 

“Not if | have to ask, and not when | found your 
appointment book today filled with scheduled visits to the 
cemetery next to the area blocked out for us! We agreed 
that the next two weeks would be ours. No work, no 
therapy, and no cemetery. Just us alone. I’ve craved that for 
a very long time. | even respected your wishes a year ago 
when I wanted us to move in together, and you wanted to 
wait. | considered it a mutual agreement when you preferred 
to wait until we were committed to make love when | asked 
you to marry me six months ago.” 

Roman approached Kyle so close that his face was a 
breath away, resisting an urge to slap him. 


“She was my wife for ten years! For the last seven 
months of her life, she carried my child, who, by the way, is 
buried with her! | never told you that, did I! Or told you how 
| was pinned, unable to move between the steering wheel 
and the door. How we were trapped for an hour before a 
passing car saw our lights in a ditch. | can still hear her 
screams every night, as she gave birth to our son, while she 
Slowly died. Adam never cried. | walked away with a few 
scratches and bruises. So if you ever call my wife a rotting 
corpse again, our relationship is finished!” 

“I’m sorry,” Kyle murmured as his face softened, “I didn’t 
know. However, this is our marriage now. | don’t want to 
compete with a memory for your heart!” 

“On second thought, perhaps | will take some more 
medication tonight,” Roman replied, surprised at the icy 
tone in his voice, “and you will probably need these in the 
other bedroom!” he finished, tossing some pillows at Kyle. 

“Roman, | know the memories of that night haunt you, 
but there’s something else. My name is Kyle! | remember 
when we were joined together, trying to strengthen our 
bond, Lisa’s name escaped your lips!” 

“I’m sorry, | didn’t realize...” 

“No you never do, and I'm afraid that you cannot see the 
love that is right here before you! Roman, you know I’m 
sorry about that night and what happened. If | could bring 
her and Adam back to you, | would, even if that meant we 
would never be together. That’s the level of my love for 
you.” 

“What makes you think | would turn my back on you?” 
Roman said quietly, realizing that everything his husband 
had said was right. Still, he refused to believe it and couldn’t 
believe it. 

“| need some time,” Kyle said, continuing to gather his 
clothes. “lIl sleep in the spare bedroom tonight and have 
my things out in the morning. | didn’t say you had to stop 
loving her, or that we couldn’t visit their grave together. Just 
not so often. | want it to be my body and heart that you 


crave, not whispering her name. It’s unhealthy for you and 
probably half of the problem with your legs.” 

Probably nothing Roman could say in his defense would 
make a difference, not even telling Kyle how he felt last 
night while lying in his arms, or that he wanted the same 
intimate relationship with him. 

“l'd rather you stay here. Sleep in the other bedroom if 
you need to, until we can work this out.” 

“No, you said that our relationship was finished. | was 
angry.” 

“You still are, Roman! Until you get rid of the anger and 
guilt over losing them, I’m scared that we won't be able to 
move forward.” 

The pained expression in Kyle’s eyes let Roman know 
that he was serious. In an unexpected gesture, Kyle crossed 
the room, gently pushing Roman against the wall. Cupping 
his face with his hands, Roman felt him kissing him in the 
Same insistent manner he had that night a year-and-a-half 
ago in the locker room at Ripped. 

“My heart has been married to you, gay baby, since our 
first kiss,” Kyle whispered, retrieving the pillows from the 
floor and leaving Roman in his bedroom alone. 


Chapter Three 


After a restless night alone, Roman finally crawled out of 
bed at seven the next morning. Kyle was already awake, as 
Roman sat at the bar watching him blend a protein shake. 

“I’m sorry,” Roman said simply, trying to breaking the 
tension. “I’ve always liked your hair down, damp like it is 
now. It reminds me of the locker room, our first kiss.” He 
spoke softly as he tried to put his arms around Kyle’s waist. 

Retrieving a ponytail holder from the counter, Kyle 
quickly caught up his shoulder-length hair. 

“How's that? Now you won't have to deal with any 
emotions from your new //festy/e!” 

“Can we please not do this again!” Roman replied. 

“I didn’t. You did. | showered and am on my way to 
Ripped. | thought | would put myself back on the schedule.” 

“And | took you off of the schedule!” Roman yelled, 
hurling a cup of coffee into a nearby cabinet. 

“Maybe | should find a new boss, then,” Kyle said, 
crossing his arms over a white spandex shirt that Roman 
thought revealed too much of his body beneath, desiring 
Kyle’s washboard abs just for himself. 

“It’s that same smart mouth that wouldn’t let me speak 
last night! We are the same height and nearly the same 
body structure, so don’t forget that | letyou take control last 
night! Also, you never explained why you were looking at 
my personal calendar anyway?” 

“Angry because he got caught! After we got out of tub 
and you were in bed, | was putting away your medication in 
the drawer, and it fell on the floor. The marker fell out, and | 
put it back to this week, our time. So now if you are finished, 
| am late for work!” 

“I think you might want to sit down and listen to what | 
have to say, since you are no longer employed there in the 
manner in which you think you are.” 

“| prefer to stand.” 


Pulling some papers out of his briefcase on the bar, 
Roman handed the documents to Kyle. 

“All they need is your signature, then of course, telling 
my...sorry, our, employees at Ripped. | want you to have 
dual ownership with me, and, of course, your salary would 
match mine. There’s also something else, since you are so 
convinced that you thought of all the products.” 

Roman also handed Kyle a black jewelry box. 

“I ordered us a set of rings. | didn’t want us to exchange 
them together at the beach because they represent a very 
private and outward symbol of my feelings for you. | had 
planned to slip it on your finger if we had made love last 
night.” 

“Feelings for me. Okay...” Kyle repeated his words, 
throwing the papers at Roman’s feet. 

“This changes nothing and means nothing! | want your 
heart, not a gym, and not a piece of metal!” 

“Read the inscription.” 

“Why?” 

“Just read it.” 

Roman watched Kyle toss the box on the floor near the 
papers. 

“Always and forever’ is what yours reads. | left mine 
open, in case you wanted to inscribe something in your own 
words.” 

“Always and forever...a nice touch, Roman.” 

“What do you want me to say?” 

“How about you are not going to try and talk me into 
visiting the cemetery during the next two weeks. Maybe we 
can just visit once a month for a while, then every few 
months. That would be a start. | thought we could go to 
counseling together. Maybe you could keep just a few 
photos of your life with her up, and add photos of us...and 
maybe you could make love to me without one hand in her 
grave. All are good places to start.” 

“Don’t ask me to do that.” 


“Then when, Roman? | seem to remember that you 
agreed to the two weeks. | want us to be a family and raise 
children. | want us to explore more than adoption, perhaps 
finding a surrogate. When I made love to you, it wasn’t 
something that | took lightly.” 

“No, you agreed. | never answered. Don’t you think | 
want those things, too?” 

“I’m not sure anymore what you want! I’m still waiting 
for you to tell me that you love me!” 

“I’ve expressed my feelings to you many times. You're 
being unreasonable!” 

“I’m being unreasonable? | don’t think wanting my 
husband to tell me he is in love with me is unreasonable! | 
don’t need to hear you say again how good | make you feel, 
or that I’m your sweet boy! | want you to quit looking away 
from me, like you are now, when our conversations turn 
sexual! You're gay! You’ve had sex with a man! You're 
someone’s gay baby now! You are acting the same way that 
you did after | kissed you in the locker room! A homosexual 
relationship is no different than a straight one. And yes, 
before you remind me again, | know you still find women 
attractive. That’s only obvious since | bet most of the time 
you were making love to me you were spending in 
fantasyland with her! 

“That’s not true.” 

“What? That you don’t find women attractive? Or by 
some remote chance you were making love to me. | thought 
you would tell me that you loved me in return when | was 
under you.” 

Roman still wasn’t making eye contact, feeling his 
cheeks flame hot. 

“| made love to you, Kyle,” Roman replied, hearing the 
words and wondering if they were really true. 

“That’s debatable! Look, | can handle you being bisexual. 
| just can’t handle you acting like a schoolboy when it comes 
to our marriage.” 


“I am not acting like a schoolboy! As | recall, | also 
returned the favor to you,” Roman responded, feeling his 
anger flare. 

“It surprised the hell out of me, considering the fact that 
| had to initiate everything until that point! Two hours of 
petting was nice, but | needed more to show you the level of 
my commitment. | wanted my dick in you as soon as | put 
you in bed, but considering your /ack of experience, | waited 
until | felt you opening up to me, just not telling me you 
loved me.” 

“I know how to make love.” 

“Do you now! Because, Roman, you made love to a man! 
| think you need to practice saying it, too. Also, let’s call the 
products by their names. Condoms and KY! Let me guess. 
When | asked if you had any or if | needed to buy some, | am 
assuming that you and Lisa were too shy to use any?” 

“| already explained to you that we didn’t use those 
things. We always wanted children and never had any 
problems with chemistry.” 

“So, she was always ready and waiting for her wildly 
sexual husband? Wonder what she would have thought 
about you on top of me?” 

“Do you always have to be so crude?” 

“Yes, when my husband is acting naive about our sex 
life!” 

In an attempt to change the subject, Roman asked, “So 
you and Edward didn’t...” 

“We did. I’ve had a few other relationships, but I’ve never 
had the level of trust and intimacy that | feel with you, at 
least thought felt.” 

“I know you may not believe me, but | felt it, too. The 
thought of your body submitting to me only makes me want 
you more.” 

“Then why can’t you tell me you love me?” Kyle said, 
grabbing his keys and slamming the door behind him. 

Later that afternoon, Roman retrieved the fresh calla 
lilies from his car, walking the short distance to Lisa’s grave. 


They had been her favorite flowers. The first time they 
made love, he trailed a lily over her body as his lips 
followed. 

It was exactly one hundred steps from the gravel 
cemetery path to her angel marker. Even after five years, he 
could still feel her presence all around him. She had been 
his angel, calling her the endearment often. Her clothing, 
perfume, and every reminder of their life together was still 
frozen in the condo they had purchased. Roman smiled, also 
remembering the savings account that he left untouched. It 
contained almost enough money for a down payment on 
their first home. 

In the early months after her death, he fought an 
overwhelming urge to dig up her casket. He had even 
bought a shovel, wanting to see her face one last time. 
During that first year, the grief had been more than he could 
bear. 

As he bent on one knee to replace the wilted flowers with 
the fresh, he felt hot tears sting his eyes. The only other 
time he had cried in five years was the night after her 
funeral. Alone in the dark, he had curled her pillow against 
him, still fresh with her sweet scent. Grief had consumed 
him. He didn’t know which was worse, the grief, or the guilt 
for taking a shortcut that night. If he had listened to her, 
maybe they would still be a family. In the last five years, he 
had buried the hurt, hidden with her memories in his heart. 

“I’ve made a complete mess of everything, angel,” he 
whispered, “your death and now hurting Kyle. Everything he 
said over the last couple of days has been true. I’ve known 
it now for almost two years, even before he told me, but | 
can’t let you go. | am so ashamed to admit that loving him 
has lessened the pain of losing you. Kyle and | married a few 
days ago. He thought my hands were trembling because | 
was nervous about making love to a man, partly true, but 
they were trembling more because | felt like | was betraying 
you. That’s why | have brought him here with me and 
wanted you to meet him. I’ve never felt like | had to explain 


why | chose him. | enjoyed him touching me, holding me. | 
miss the affection with you, baby. | haven’t told him | love 
him, at least not in the way | should have. | always return to 
your face. Touching him feels like the most natural thing in 
the world, but opening my heart to him feels like a betrayal 
of what we shared. He’s hurting, and | could see it in his 
eyes. So now there’s someone else hurting because of me. | 
wasn’t looking for a relationship with anyone, and then he 
walked into my life. He says that he’s loved me from the 
moment we met. Baby, | felt a connection to him, too. Spent 
three years denying it, until he finally kissed me. Kyle’s 
thinks that | am having a hard time coming to terms with 
the fact that | am gay, or those were his exact words. He’s 
right. It is a new experience for me. However, this isn’t 
about whether or not | am gay or straight. This is about 
feeling whole again. | know how to make love, and | 
certainly wasn’t shy in our marriage. Six months ago, | 
wanted to ask him to marry me, but he beat me to it. He 
revealed how deeply in love he was with me after one of our 
therapy sessions at the gym, telling me he wanted forever. 
All | could do was nod. He’s been there for me so many 
times in the last five years, and | couldn’t look into his eyes 
and tell him the love was mutual. | still can’t. He told me 
numerous times while | made love to him, and | saw the 
need in his eyes to hear me say it. Mom finally accepts him, 
but not Dad. He’s been cruel. We haven’t spoken in a year, 
not since | introduced Kyle to them. He didn’t even come 
downstairs. | tried to explain, but...it’s not important now. 
What is important is Kyle thinks we shouldn’t visit as much, 
and that we should take down some of your photos. | know if 
| don’t resolve this | will end up losing him. | want you both.” 

The tears that had collected in his eyes slowly spilled out 
on his cheeks, as he was oblivious to the figure approaching 
him. 

“Roman?” 

“Yes, sweetheart,” he whispered, responding 
automatically to a voice so familiar that he half expected to 


see Lisa’s face when he turned around. 

Everything about the woman standing in front of him 
tore at the deep, hidden places in his heart. Obviously she 
hadn’t heard his whisper, as he dried a few stray tears from 
his face in embarrassment. 

“It’s been a long time. | haven’t been back since the 
funeral.” 

Lisa’s twin, Catherine, was standing before him. Her 
fiery-red hair and emerald eyes made him recall memories 
that he quickly suppressed. Perhaps he had stared too long 
without responding. The ivory skin was almost a perfect 
match, except for a scattering of freckles across her cheeks. 

“| wanted to call you...should have. | shouldn’t have left 
things like | did,” Roman said, continuing to stare into her 
eyes, remembering the bed they had shared too many years 
ago. He stifled a strong desire to revisit her warm lips. The 
feel of the ring on his left hand reminded him of his 
commitment to Kyle. 

“| stayed away because of you,” she said quietly, 
hugging her arms around her body. 

Wearing a pair of tan slacks and white blouse, her classic 
style was almost identical to Lisa’s. 

“Mama said you were involved with someone...said that 
you were...” He watched her eyes drifting to a horizon 
behind his shoulders. “She said you were a homosexual 
now.” 

“His name is Kyle. We were married a few days ago.” 

“Then it is true.” He watched her glance over her 
Shoulder at the young child playing with a truck in the grass. 

“Is he yours?” Roman asked. 

“Yours and mine,” she said. “He’s four years old. His 
name is Andrew.” 

Roman looked past Catherine to watch the small boy 
pushing the truck through the weeds. 

“He looks like you, Roman.” 

“Does Mark know?” 


“If he suspected, he never asked. He died last year in a 
boating accident.” 

Images of making love to Catherine filled Roman’s mind. 
Her body had been so similar to her sisters, even her scent. 
But Catherine was more aggressive, more willing to indulge 
his grieving heart. 

Two days after the funeral she had stopped by the condo, 
saying she wanted to bring some flowers from the funeral 
before she returned to New York. Even now, it was still a blur 
how they ended up in bed together. He had made love to 
her as if Lisa was in his arms, and Catherine had allowed it. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were pregnant?” 

“| didn’t tell you because you had made love to the 
memory of my sister that afternoon and not me. Mark was 
an alcoholic and abusive. Even though my sister and | had a 
close relationship, | was jealous of her relationship with you. 
| didn’t come to the condo with the intention of seducing 
you. | hope you know that.” 

“I know. It was a difficult time for both of us,” he said, 
trying to think of something, anything, to break the 
uncomfortable tension between them. 

“I still can’t forget being in your arms. Mostly | remember 
the tenderness. Lisa never discussed that part of your 
relationship with me, so | never realized just how lucky she 
was. | came back hoping that we could be together, but | 
see | am too late now!” she said, turning toward her car. 

Roman reached out and grabbed her arm, turning her 
just enough to see fresh tears in her eyes. 

“I would like to meet my son,” he said quietly, “and then 
l'd like you to have dinner with Kyle and myself tonight at 
the condo. | can’t let you leave like this.” 

Roman realized that the back of his hand had been 
caressing her cheek. 


Chapter Four 


Catherine had introduced him to Andrew as Uncle 
Roman, reminding the child of stories that she had told him 
about his Aunt Lisa. It was not what Roman had hoped for, 
but perhaps it was the best thing to do for now until he 
could figure out the situation himself. 

Kyle was more than likely still at the gym. Glancing at his 
watch, it said four o’clock as he pulled his car out of the 
cemetery. With a dinner invitation at seven, he had a great 
deal of explaining to Kyle. First of all, he was sure Kyle didn’t 
know that Lisa had a sister. Secondly, he anticipated the 
reaction that he would take when he found out that 
Catherine was a twin. 

While driving, he tried to keep his mind focused on the 
little boy, who was a perfect combination of what he 
imagined Adam would have looked like at that age. The 
child had a right to know who his real father was, even 
under the circumstances. Trying to convince himself that 
was the only reason was even more difficult. Roman felt 
himself being enticed into a gray area where Kyle existed, 
as well as a perceived second chance at the family that had 
been cruelly taken away. 

Roman found Kyle in the free-weight room, bench 
pressing. With the evening crowd, the possibility of them 
having a conversation alone would be difficult. Roman had 
considered calling him on his cell, but he was afraid Kyle 
wouldn’t pick up. Not only did his husband have a smart 
mouth, he also had a temper. 

“| need to speak with you in my office alone,” Roman 
said, standing over Kyle. 

“I’ve said everything, Mr. Boss Man!” Kyle smarted off, 
garnering a few head turns. 

Crouching on the floor next to Kyle, Roman whispered 
quietly, “Either you come into the office without making a 
further scene, or | will remove you from my gym and off of 
my payroll!” 


Kyle sat up, returning the barbell to the bench with a 
loud crash. 

Once both men were inside the office, Roman closed all 
the blinds. 

“Hiding our marriage, too, huh?” Kyle quickly muttered. 
“Don’t want anyone to know that Roman enjoyed fucking a 
man? | think he enjoyed it more than he wants to admit! 
Didn’t he?” 

“Okay, that’s it!” Roman replied. “For once you are going 
to sit down, shut up, and listen to what | have to say!” 

“Or what? What is the big boss man going to do?” 

Having reached his breaking point with Kyle, Roman 
grabbed his husband by the top of his shirt and slung him 
down in a nearby chair. 

Kyle sat motionless with his arms crossed over his chest, 
refusing to meet Roman’s eyes. 

“Kyle, I’m sorry, but...” 

“Yeah you are!” 

“As | was trying to say, | can’t even talk to you without 
being interrupted! How can we work through this if we can’t 
even be civil to one another?” 

Kyle continued to stare at a distant point on the wall. 

“I want you to listen to me without say anything. Can you 
do that for once? Also, | seem to remember that you were 
there two weeks ago when | told my employees about our 
relationship. | risked my entire source of income for us. | was 
lucky only two walked out, but it wouldn’t have mattered if 
they all had.” 

Kyle remained quiet. 

“I know this will anger you, but | made a trip to the 
cemetery this afternoon. While | was there | ran into Lisa’s 
sister, Catherine. | didn’t mention anything about her family 
because | never thought that it was relevant to our 
relationship.” 

“So what does this have to do with us, besides the fact 
that you visited the cemetery during ourtime?” 


Roman crossed his legs while leaning against his desk, 
bracing himself for Kyle’s recourse. 

“She has a son.” 

“And?” Kyle responded, finally making eye contact. 

“He’s my son. Andrew just turned four a few months 

ago.” 
“So let me get this straight. A dead wife and child, a 
quick roll in the sack with her sister, and you made us wait 
until we were married! | seem to recall that you would 
barely let me be affectionate with you at all, well apart from 
the kiss in the locker room, until we were alone after our 
marriage!” 

“I’m sorry. There are just some things that | hold sacred. 
Guess | am still a little bit old-fashioned.” 

“l'd say that you didn’t hold everything sacred!” 

“I expected your response, and you want me to say | love 
you?” Roman asked, feeling his own temper. “The first year, 
| was on autopilot. She stopped by the condo a few days 
after the funeral to bring some of the flowers that had been 
left at the gravesite before she left for New York. | remember 
ending up in bed with her, and the guilt | felt after she left.” 

Unexpectedly, Kyle’s mood softened as he walked to the 
door. “I’m not losing you, Roman. | won’t lose you. She’s not 
Lisa and never will be. Is this about the fact that I’m HIV- 
positive? It’s not something | am proud of. | was honest with 
you about my preferences and that fact three years ago 
when | suspected that the attraction between us was 
mutual. | wasn’t promiscuous...| have only had a few 
partners. I’ve already told you about the abusive 
relationship that | left a few years before we met. | half 
expected you to push me away when | first kissed you, and 
never expected to be able to have a normal relationship 
with anyone, at least not sexually. When you allowed me 
into your life, in spite of the AIDS, and touched me like a 
human being, my heart entwined so tightly with yours that 
your inability to share your feelings with me is very painful.” 


Remembering Kyle’s vulnerability from a few nights ago, 
Roman put his hand over Kyle’s, preventing him from 
turning the doorknob. “I know you are hurting, and I’m sorry. 
My inability to verbally express my love is unfair to you. No, 
sweet boy. It’s never been about the HIV.” 

“| meant what | said, Roman. | am not staying with you at 
the condo until you resolve this. It’s too painful.” 

“What if | said | won’t let you go,” Roman replied, 
brushing a strand of damp hair from Kyle’s cheek. 

“Please don’t touch me. | don’t want to make this any 
harder than what it is.” 

“I invited her and Andrew to dinner tonight at seven. I’d 
like you to be there. She knows about us, our marriage. 
Spend the night. We need to talk. | miss you,” Roman 
whispered, placing his lips on Kyle’s forehead, pulling him 
closer. 

For a brief moment they shared a sensual kiss as Roman 
found his hands tangling in Kyle’s hair. When he slipped his 
hands under Kyle’s shirt to caress his back, Kyle pulled 
away. 

“Quit trying to avoid the issues, Roman! Sex isn’t going 
to solve this! | miss you, too, but | don’t miss being in your 
arms wondering if we share the same level of commitment. | 
thought by getting married, bonding with one another, that 
those things would push our relationship to the next level 
and help you put the past behind you. | see that it hasn’t. If 
anything, it has given you a false sense of complacency. | 
see in your eyes and feel in your touch what | think is love, 
but | need to hear it, as well.” 

“Can't you be satisfied with what | am able to give for 
now? | told you, always and forever!” 

“I’ve had to be satisfied for the past year and a half! I’m 
finished discussing this! We are just going in circles! I’m 
deeply in love with you, and that is never going to change, 
but you have to help yourself. | see that you only have one 
option in this, and that is repairing us. When you repeated 
those vows on the beach, you committed yourself to me and 


this marriage. Catherine doesn’t fit into that equation. | 
don’t share, and | don’t play open marriage games. Andrew 
is a different situation. If he is indeed your son, | understand 
wanting to be a part of his life, and would hope you would 
do so.” 

“Will you be there tonight?” Roman asked. 

“Against my better judgment. Someone has to make sure 
that my gay baby doesn’t end up in bed with her. She also 
needs to see that you are not available.” 


Chapter Five 


While Kyle showered, Roman put the steaks on the grill. 
The salad was chilling in the refrigerator as he uncorked a 
bottle of wine, putting it on ice. He lied to himself, trying to 
admit that the only excitement he was feeling was because 
of Andrew. It was hard to see Catherine and not revisit his 
marriage with Lisa. She had probably saved his life that 
afternoon, as he remembered putting away his gun in the 
nightstand to answer the door. 

Feeling two arms around his waist, he turned, hoping to 
find Kyle in a better mood. Instead, he gazed in shock at his 
partner. 

“You don’t like it?” Kyle said, towel-drying his boyishly 
Short hair. 

“I liked it long. Will take some getting used to,” Roman 
replied cautiously, not wanting Kyle’s mood to change. 

“I had it done after | left the gym, and you were busy on 
the patio when | got home. It’s more appropriate, since | am 
a married man now.” 

“| need to check the steaks.” 

“They can wait a minute. | got a call from our 
photographer that our photos could be picked up, the 
images from the beach. They are really good, especially 
one. Now go check the steaks while | get it.” 

Roman returned to a framed image on the bar. The 
photographer had captured him caressing Kyle’s cheek, 
their eyes focused on each other. 

“No one has ever looked at me like that,” Kyle said 
quickly, closing the distance between them. “The young 
woman at the frame shop agreed to do this one on short 
notice this afternoon only because she said that it touched 
her heart. It touched mine, too. If your eyes and your body 
can tell me, why can’t | hear your voice?” he said, caressing 
the back of Roman’s neck. “You were right. We do need to 
talk tonight after Catherine leaves.” 


“| can’t make any promises that | will be able to tell you 
what you need to hear,” Roman said, turning so they were 
facing each other. 

“I know you love me,” Kyle said softly, brushing Roman’s 
lips with his own. “We just have to figure out together how 
to bridge that gap.” 

Between kisses, Kyle whispered, “I was wrong to shut 
you out. I’m just hurting.” 

“The steaks will be done in about ten minutes, and they 
will be here in thirty. Now is not the time...and not in the 
kitchen.” 

“That’s enough time for what | plan to do. Anyway, only 
one of us is undressing, and that lucky man is you,” Kyle 
said, pushing Roman against the bar. 

“I really wish you hadn’t cut your hair, silly boy,” Roman 
said, feeling Kyle unbuckling the belt on his slacks. “What 
am | going to tangle my hands in while you blow me.” 

“I’m sure you will be more than compensated for that,” 
Kyle said, disappearing into the bedroom, retrieving a 
condom. “Now let me suck my gay baby. | like your trashy 
mouth, too.” 

“No, | think you’re the one who’s going to have a trashy 
mouth,” Roman replied as his head went back in pleasure. 

Kyle’s mouth teased and enveloped his hard dick as he 
felt his husband’s tongue lick his cock from base to head, 
pausing only to swirl the tip before repeating the process. 

Roman claimed half of his enjoyment from his husband’s 
sweet sounds, a combination of pleasurable moans and the 
friction of the movement. Roman gripped Kyle’s head as his 
partner’s lips went deeper, pushing him over the edge. 

The doorbell rang at exactly seven. As Roman walked 
past Kyle to answer the door, he felt him slap his hip. 

When Roman opened the door, Catherine was alone. 

“I thought you were going to bring Andrew?” 

“| left him with Mama. | wasn’t sure what to expect here 
and...” 


“We're sorry to disappoint you, Catherine. Roman and | 
are pretty much the average homosexual couple, or at least 
when we're not having a men’s party. So, Roman, are you 
going to introduce me?” 

Roman watched Catherine’s reaction, thinking that she 
blushed slightly. He made the introductions, feeling Kyle put 
an arm around his shoulders. 

Dinner consisted of idle chitchat and Kyle’s subtle 
displays of affection. By dessert, Roman had encountered 
Kyle’s arm around his shoulders, had his hand held, and felt 
his husband sitting unusually close. He wasn’t being 
obnoxious, just more publicly affectionate than Roman felt 
was appropriate. When Catherine excused herself to the 
bathroom, Kyle confronted him at the bar while Roman was 
retrieving dessert plates from the cabinet. 

“How can you possibly be attracted to a homophobe?” 

Before Roman could say anything, Kyle fired back, “Don’t 
deny it. | saw how you were looking at her. Right in front of 
me, too. It was hurtful enough to see her reaction to me, like 
| had stolen something from her or, worse, made you into a 
raging homo. Are you going to tell her that you enjoyed my 
touch, or should 1?” 

“Keep your voice down! | hate it when you drink?” 

“I’ve had one glass of wine, Roman! | heard what she 
said about not bringing Andrew. Why do you think | made 
those comments when she first walked in?” 

“I expected you to show her respect. She is the mother 
of my child.” 

“And that’s all. She’s not your spouse. | am, or have you 
so quickly forgotten!” 

“How can | forget with your constant verbal reminders? 
Are you really that insecure and naive to think | cannot 
remember on a daily basis that | am committed to you?” 

Roman hoped that making references to Kyle’s insecurity 
would shut him up, as his partner’s face looked more than 
Surprised to hear the words, and he was just in time, 
because Catherine was retrieving her purse from the sofa. 


“Roman, | can’t stay for dessert. It’s getting late, and | 
need to pick Andrew up.” 

“It’s 8:30 p.m.,” Roman replied, Knowing how that 
probably sounded, or at least how Kyle would perceive it. 

Catherine reached into her purse, retrieving a business 
card. 

“You can call me on my cell tomorrow. | want you to 
spend some time with Andrew before | leave in a few days.” 

Kyle was definitely playing the part of the scorned lover 
as Roman watched him cross his arms over his chest, 
hoping that Catherine wasn’t picking up his subtle tactics. 

Two can play that game, silly boy. Roman knew the only 
explanation for his thoughts was Kyle’s behavior. He had 
spent the first three years after Lisa’s death in a drama of 
his own, and the thought of living in permanent chaos with 
Kyle scared him worse than his inability to tell his husband 
that he loved him. 

“Kyle, | am going to walk Catherine to her car,” Roman 
announced, fully aware he was putting himself into a 
dangerous situation. Admitting she was beautiful was easy, 
but fighting the overwhelming desire to feel her body 
beneath him was hard to resist. 

As they walked the short distance to her car, Roman 
toyed with the idea of pulling her into his arms and feeling 
her full lips on his, wondering if her body would respond as 
it had five years ago. He wasn’t a vengeful person, but 
Kyle’s behavior was hurtful. Roman knew he wasn’t alone in 
bringing issues to their marriage. Kyle had enough to 
compensate for them both. He also suspected that there 
was a great deal that Kyle hadn’t shared with him. By the 
time they reached her car, Roman was already mentally 
chastising himself for such thoughts. 

“Come here, baby,” he boldly heard Catherine whisper 
before she forcefully pulled him into her arms. Roman 
immediately fought her advance, as her lips made contact 
with his for a brief moment. Catherine was bold, 
determined, but it only took Roman a split second to remove 


her arms from around his neck. As he pinned her arms 
behind her body, he pushed her hard against her car gaining 
control. However, both were oblivious to the figure that was 
standing at the bottom of the staircase a few hundred feet 
away. 

“Quit fighting me!” Roman hissed as Catherine flailed in 
an attempt to free herself. “Don't ever touch me like that 
again! Do | make myself clear? | can’t give you want you 
want. It would break Kyle’s heart. I’m not willing put my 
marriage in jeopardy. Besides, what you really want is my 
love. It’s written all over your face. | made love to Lisa that 
afternoon, and it wasn’t fair to you.” 

“Roman, you are not a homosexual!” 

“Honey, | am. | just have bisexual tendencies as well. At 
least | hope | phrased it where you can understand. For me, 
it means more than that. This is about who | love and not 
what takes place sexually.” 

“You're going through a phase. | cannot understand how 
someone who had the type of relationship that you and Lisa 
Shared could end up like this!” 

“Like what?” 

“Have you been intimate with him?” 

“Of course. He’s my husband.” 

“Not legally. He also looks so...” 

“What? He’s a man, Catherine! Physically he is no 
different from me.” 

“| don’t want Kyle to be a part of Andrew’s life.” 

“Kyle is my life now. What you are asking is very unfair.” 

“I’ve made myself clear, Roman! If you want to be a part 
of Andrew’s life, Kyle is not welcome!” Catherine replied 
before driving away. 


Chapter Six 


When Roman returned to the condo, he found Kyle 
clearing the table. He also found the broken glass and 
picture frame on the kitchen floor. 

“lam assuming you did this?” Roman asked, trying to 
salvage the photo inside. 

“I saw you two kissing...her body all up against yours! 
Wanted her to see that you were still a man, huh? | bet she 
felt your hard dick, didn’t she?” 

Not giving Kyle a chance to continue, Roman said, 
“You're just a needy little manipulator! | would think that 
someone who's been in an abusive relationship would know 
better. Yes, she was all up against my body. | enjoyed it, too! 
Is that what you want me say? You are not the only one who 
feels pain, Kyle, and you are not the only top in this 
relationship! This ends tonight!” 

Ignoring Kyle’s protests, Roman ripped open his 
husband’s shirt, sending buttons across the room. He pulled 
Kyle onto the sofa before the buttons had time to hit the 
floor. Pinning Kyle’s body to the cushions and his hands 
above his head, Roman grabbed the extra condom that he 
saw Kyle put in his pocket earlier. Ridding himself of his 
Slacks, he slipped the condom on in one fluid motion. 

“We're skipping foreplay this time!” Roman uttered, 
Sliding inside his husband. 

Roman made love with a dominance that frightened him. 
If it hadn’t been for the tender words whispered in Kyle’s 
ear, reminding Roman of who he was, he was sure that 
physical pain would have been involved. 

Reaching for a throw, Roman covered their bodies as 
Kyle curled against him like a child. 

“| shouldn’t have touched you like that. | probably hurt 
you,” Roman said, kissing Kyle’s forehead. “Look at me,” 
Roman continued, putting a finger under Kyle’s chin. “I think 
you're the one who really needs to open his heart to me.” 


Pulling from Roman’s embrace, Kyle quickly stood, 
retrieving his jeans from the floor, looking embarrassed. 

“You didn’t hurt me.” 

“I’m not him, Kyle.” 

“Who?” Kyle replied, still not meeting his eyes. 

“The man who hurt you...that | suspect gave you HIV... 
now go get in our bed.” 

“What? | was leaving! | told you already, Roman. Now to 
repeat myself, / don’t share, and | don’t play marriage 
games!” 

“And | told you, this is going to be over tonight! | really 
don’t want to take you in there by force!” 

Minutes later, Roman held Kyle beneath his body. Pulling 
a sheet over them, he whispered, “Wrap yourself around 
me, silly boy.” 

As their legs entwined, Roman reached into his 
nightstand, retrieving a black jewelry box. 

“Look at me...that’s better,” he said when Kyle’s eyes 
met his. 

“I kissed Catherine because | was angry, and I’m sorry.” 
Roman continued feeling Kyle trying to pull away. “Quit 
fighting me! Either you calm down, or we can have another 
couch fuck session. Your choice, Kyle.” 

“I like to be fucked sometimes,” Kyle said quietly, 
smiling. 

“You're not the only gay baby in this relationship, silly 
boy. Now, what did you do with the condoms and the lube?” 

“They're in the same drawer that you just opened, in the 
back.” 

“I believe you told me that you hoped | would tell you my 
feelings while you were under me. Is that right?” 

“I might have said that,” Kyle said, refusing to break 
Roman ’s stare. 

“It’s your body and heart | crave, Kyle,” Roman 
murmured as his lips kissed his partner’s neck. 

When Kyle started struggling again, Roman pinned his 
hands above his head. “So impatient, still just a needy 


manipulator! Do you really think | am going to make love to 
you again without telling you that | love you? | love you, 
Kyle,” Roman responded against his husband’s lips. 

Reaching for Kyle’s hand, Roman slid the ring onto his 
partner’s finger. 

“The fighting has got to stop, silly boy. | won’t hurt you 
again.” 

“Don’t make promises like that, Roman. I’ve heard them 
before.” 

Thinking he saw tears in Kyle’s eyes, Roman put the 
unopened condom on the nightstand, spooning Kyle against 
his body. 

“It’s time you told me about him,” Roman said quietly, 
lacing his fingers through Kyle’s and bringing them to his 
lips. 

“There’s not much to tell. Other than the fact I’m living 
with AIDS because of my own stupidity.” 

“You thought you were in love with him, didn’t you?” 

Kyle nodded in reply, 

“| love you now, and that’s all that matters.” 

“He drank. | was on the receiving end of his verbal 
abuse. One night, about two years before you and | met, he 
decided to have unprotected sex with me. | agreed. It was 
something that | had always wanted, bareback with 
someone in a committed relationship. Something that | want 
to do with you now, and we never can.” 

“That’s not important, sweet boy,” Roman said. “We can 
explore other things, more intimate ways of bonding.” 

“It doesn’t get more intimate than that,” Kyle replied. 

Roman flipped Kyle so that his husband was beneath his 


body again. 
“PIL be the judge of what's intimate with us,” Roman 
said, smiling. “I am sorry for making the wounds of that 


relationship surface.” 

Reaching for the condom on the nightstand, Roman said 
quietly, “I am going to make love to you like | should have. | 
love you, silly boy.” 


“My gay baby has finally arrived,” Kyle breathed beneath 
Roman’s body. 

Before Roman had time to reply, pain shot through his 
legs. Motionless above Kyle’s body, he waited, hoping that it 
would subside as it had a few times in the past before 
reaching its full intensity. The pain was unpredictable, 
varying in length, and striking at will. As another wave 
burned its way through his flesh, Roman rolled off Kyle. 

“It’s your legs again, isn’t it?” Kyle asked. 

“Yeah, it’s so frustrating!” Roman said, reaching for his 
medication in the drawer. 

The pain was blinding, as he realized his hands were 
Shaking. Kyle took the medication from him. 

“Lie down, and l'Il get your meds ready,” Kyle replied, 
Slipping on his pair of jeans over his nude body. 

As Roman drank the Demerol, he heard Kyle ask, “I'll do 
whatever you want, the whirlpool, massage...” 

“| wanted to make love to you,” Roman replied, “we 
needed it, and you needed it, and | wanted you to believe 
that my words were real.” 

Roman felt Kyle pull him into his arms on the bed, 
stroking his hair. 

“You need to rest,” Kyle whispered. 

“I didn’t want to rest! | wanted to work you over!” 

“That’s a nice thought, gay baby. Maybe we can try that 
when you’re more coherent. The meds are altering your 
behavior just a bit, honey.” 

“| guess I’ve always been bisexual...” Roman said, 
“attracted to women, but wondering what the hands of a 
male lover would feel like on my skin.” 

“I know.” 

“You did not!” 

“It’s part of that gay vibel told you about.” 

Roman laughed, snuggling closer to Kyle’s chest. 

“Have | told you that | was profoundly jealous that 
morning in the kitchen after our fight? Wearing that white 
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spandex shirt with your abs visible? My man only dresses 
that way for me.” 

“I love your body, too, Roman. Now rest before you end 
up making an absolute fool of yourself.” 

“I have been a fool,” Roman replied. | was too afraid to 
explore my bisexuality. | thought | would always be in the 
closet. | didn’t plan to fall in love with Lisa, or that my love 
for her would consume me. Before Lisa, | wanted a 
relationship with a male but was too shy to explore the 
options. Since | was attracted to females, too, and it was 
acceptable, | guess | hid as an outwardly straight male. | did 
eventually confide in Lisa. She loved me anyway. | miss her 
so much!” 

Tears began to flow freely down Roman’s cheeks, turning 
into violent sobs, as Kyle held him quietly against his chest. 

“Hurting you was never my intention. We should have 
left Hot Springs for our honeymoon. My lame excuse of 
wanting to stay in town, in case an emergency happened at 
Ripped, was a ploy to get you to visit the cemetery on 
schedule.” 

“I figured that was the reason.” 

“Then why didn’t you demand different?” 

“I tried. Remember? | think it culminated in me being 
angry, you kissing Catherine, and a hot interlude on the 
sofa. | think we will have to have this conversation again 
when you are more coherent.” 

“We are having it now!” Roman said, pulling Kyle up so 
that both men were sitting face-to-face on the bed. 

“Quit fighting the effects of the medication, Roman. Go 
to sleep.” 

“No, there are things that need to be said between us. 
Things that | need to say to you, so | will never have to see 
the hurt in your eyes that I’ve had to live with for the last 
few days.” 

“Then can you lie down to do it?” Kyle asked, curling 
Roman back into his arms. 


“Catherine told me that you are not welcome in Andrew’s 
life. | informed her that you were my life and that what she 
was asking was very unfair. | will not choose between my 
son and the man who is the source of my existence!” 

“It would be nice if you could be this open without the 
medication.” 

Roman winced. 

“What's the pain doing?” 

“Better...like bee stings...1 want you so much right now. | 
don’t think I’ve told you how good you feel.” 

“I like the slur in your speech, gay baby, really sexy. 
However, | am not in the habit of having drug-induced sex.” 

“She isn’t Lisa. | realized that tonight. She is a raging 
homophobe, and probably other things, too.” 

“But she is a beautiful woman. If | was straight, | might 
have problems resisting her, too.” 

“I have only cried one other time besides tonight. The 
night after Lisa’s funeral.” 

“| don’t need any explanation. She was your wife, and 
you loved her.” 

“| love you now.” 

“Yeah, you've already told me that numerous times,” 
Kyle replied, smiling. 

“| thought you wanted to hear it. | may never let you 
leave my bedroom.” 

“Why's that?” Kyle asked, continuing to stroke Roman’s 
hair. 

“So sexy, like you are now. Silly boy, you are not the only 
one who felt an attraction when we first met. | find solace 
and peace when | am with you. Loving you has lessened the 
pain of losing my wife.” 

In an unexpected gesture, Roman felt Kyle kissing him. 

“Thought you said you didn’t have drug-induced sex.” 

“There’s always an exception,” Kyle said, flipping Roman 
so he was face-first on the bed. 


Chapter Seven 


“Something smells good,” Roman said, encircling his 
arms around Kyle. 

“French toast with strawberries and whipped cream. It’s 
almost finished,” Kyle replied, turning off the heat on the 
range. 

“| didn’t get a morning kiss, since you obviously crawled 
out of bed at the crack of dawn to make us a gourmet 
breakfast.” 

“| don’t guess you did,” Kyle said, turning to meet 
Roman’s lips. 

The kiss was tender but brief as Roman said, “Now isn’t 
this better than fighting?” 

“How are your legs?” 

“The usual dull ache.” 

Roman sat down at the table while Kyle brought their 
plates. Both men ate in silence for a few minutes, 
exchanging smiles. 

“I’ve not only been blessed with a sexy husband, but 
with a great chef. However, if you continue to walk around in 
those tight little jeans bare-chested, I’m going to have to 
put you back to bed. | also don’t think | have told you that | 
love you today, either.” 

Kyle covered the distance between them in a matter of 
seconds, kneeling on the floor beside Roman’s chair. 

“I was almost afraid to believe that last night had even 
happened, or that the medication might erase you memory.” 

“| remember everything, including the look on your face 
when I told you I loved you.” 

Kyle leaned forward, hugging Roman in a tight embrace. 

“What, silly boy?” 

“PIL sign the papers. | want us, this marriage, and what 
we Share right now. It’s all I’ve ever wanted.” 

“I want us to go somewhere for the rest of the two 
weeks. I’ve got some money in a savings account. It has 
been sitting there for five years. Lisa and | built it together. 


It was supposed to be used for a down payment on a house. 
| want it to be used for the house that we are going to buy 
together, and to raise the children that | want so 
desperately with you. There is enough to do both. So pick a 
place? All I care about is learning about my man. Three days 
has not nearly been enough time. Also, | like this side of 
you.” 

“And what side is that, gay baby?” Kyle laughed, 
standing and pulling Roman with him. 

“Im enjoying the fact that you have been so openly 
homosexual with me the last few days, and it isn’t so visible 
around others. Silly boy’s been reserving his gay vibe just 
for me.” 

“| would say that you are learning well.” 

“I guess | really didn’t understand your meaning of 
physical therapy,” Roman replied, pulling Kyle closer. 

“I need to clean up the kitchen, Roman.” 

“It can wait. Right now, tell me where you want to go?” 

“Camping and rock climbing sound nice...sharing a 
Sleeping bag.” 

“It’s the middle of summer.” 

“Before we can make any plans, you need to call 
Catherine to discuss visitation with Andrew.” 

“I’m not 100 percent sure that Andrew is even my son. 
She was married at that time. | thought | was sure, until we 
had dinner with her last night...and then the car episode... 
and the comments she made about you. She’s not like Lisa. 
She may look identical, but it stops there. Besides, | will not 
exclude you.” 

“It’s okay, if that’s the only way she will let you see him. 
My heart knows you are with me.” 

“No, it’s not okay!” Roman replied. “I will never exclude 
you again! You are my husband. We are one. Our 
relationship spans five years. I’ve only known Andrew for a 
few brief moments. Ultimately, he is Lisa’s child. She will 
raise him with her views and her ideas. My influence will 
probably be short visitations, no doubt supervised by her.” 


“I know how important children are to you. | don’t want 
you to give that up because of me.” 

“It means nothing without you. Everything means 
nothing without you. | thought | made that clear last night.” 

“Then I will support whatever your decision is.” 

“I think you are asking to be taken back to that 
bedroom,” Roman said, still holding Kyle close, feeling his 
chest against his own, and wondering if they had time for 
more. 

“Call Catherine,” Kyle said, pulling from his embrace. 

As Roman made the call, he reveled in Kyle’s movements 
as he loaded the dishwasher, wondering how one person 
could complete another so well. 

“She has agreed to come over later this afternoon, 
without Andrew, of course. That will give me a chance to 
discuss the blood test that | want.” 

“I can go to the gym. | probably need to pick up 
something for dinner anyway. Thought | would cook for 
you.” 

“No, you are staying right here. We can go out to dinner 
later.” 

“Does Catherine know | will be here?” 

“She didn’t ask. It doesn’t matter anyway. | want you 
with me.” 

Later that afternoon, Catherine was sitting across from 
them on the sofa. As Roman held Kyle’s hand, he could feel 
her eyes fixated on their gesture. 

“I wasn’t expecting to discuss our son with him present.” 

“Himhas a name, Catherine. | will not discuss Andrew, or 
anything else for that matter, if Kyle is not here,” Roman 
said quickly, glancing at Kyle and tightening the grip on his 
partner’s hand. 

“When | came for dinner last night, | thought you were 
trying to shock me, but | can see that you still insist on 
playing house with him,” Catherine said, avoiding Kyle’s 
eyes and directing her comments only to Roman. “I thought 
| made myself clear!” 


“| guess | didn’t make myself clear enough! | am very 
much in love with Kyle and have been for a long time. 
Whatever decisions that are made in this will include my 
husband, or there will be no decisions at all!” 

“He is my child! | don’t have to let you see him. Mama 
and Daddy already don’t want you around him. | just 
remember how much you and Lisa wanted children.” 

“So, what about the hate that is around him now? | guess 
that’s okay? He's a little boy, Catherine! He may even be 
my little boy, and if he is, | want him raised knowing love,” 
Roman said, looking at Kyle. “And Lisa and /wanted children. 
It's apparent that you are nothing like her.” 

“Stop looking at him like that! It’s nauseating! That’s not 
what your kiss expressed last night.” 

“Get the hell out!” Kyle said, standing quickly. “I will not 
let you sit here and make assumptions about my husband 
and our marriage, you little whore! Also, Roman and | want 
a blood test to see if Andrew is indeed Roman’s biological 
child!” 

“Okay, let’s calm down,” Roman said. 

“I think you need to call off your dog, Roman!” Catherine 
replied. 

As Kyle continued to stand with his arms crossed across 
his chest, Roman moved to sit next to Catherine, feeling his 
anger rise. 

“I will not decide anything until | receive the results of 
the blood test. Kyle will be included in all of my decisions. 
This is my home, and you are going to leave now.” 

“Does he really satisfy you? | find it disgusting that you 
even let him touch you.” 

“Okay, | want you out now!” Roman said, escorting 
Catherine to the door. “I will call you when |I make 
arrangements for the blood work!” 

As soon as Catherine left, Kyle said, “That was a breath 
of fresh air. Little homophobe! | bet her favorite positions 
are missionary and missionary! I’m sorry she’s putting you 
through this.” 


“Putting us through this,” Roman corrected, running a 
hand over his face. “We are going to finish our honeymoon 
together before | even consider doing the blood work.” 

“I'd rather just order something in tonight. Stay here. We 
can talk. Give your legs time to completely quit aching.” 

“Yeah, maybe you're right. Catherine was completely 
exhausting.” 

“What does she do, anyway, career-wise?” 

“She’s an ad executive for a top modeling agency in New 
York City.” 

“Her behavior is very interesting for someone living in 
the Big Apple.” 

“She was born and raised here. Lisa’s parents were very 
Strict.” 

“l'd say so.” 

“Lisa was different, though, more accepting.” 

“| was wrong to demand that you just go once a month. 
Maybe we can go together before we leave on our trip to 
replace her flowers with some artificial ones. Maybe after we 
get back we can go once a week, for a while, anyway. | want 
to help you work through this.” 

“I’m struggling with wanting to go today.” 

“I know you are, and I’m not angry anymore. We just 
have to find things to do to occupy your time, sort of retrain 
your brain. Exploring the shower with you after dinner 
tonight sounds like a good project.” 

Dinner had consisted of a pizza. As Roman held Kyle 
against him, hot water flow over their bodies. 

“Nice,” Kyle murmured. 

“It will be even nicer when you decide how we are going 
to retrain my brain,” Roman spoke against Kyle’s ear. 

“I’ve got a few ideas,” Kyle said, pulling back just enough 
so Roman could watch the waterfall over his partner’s body, 
darkening his hair a shade, and moistening his full lips. 

“Maybe | should get my camera. | think | need to start a 
personal collection.” 


Kyle didn’t respond, except to shut off the water. 
Reaching for a towel, Roman let his husband wrap their 
bodies in the bath sheet. Ending up on the bathroom floor 
wasn’t exactly what Roman had planned, but he said 
nothing as Kyle tore open a condom. 

“This behavior is so unlike you, Roman, last night and 
now. Usually you are so reserved, such a classic male. Not 
my gay baby,” Kyle said as he covered Roman’s body. 

“There’s a silly boy who makes me less inhibited.” 

“Got any inhibitions now?” Kyle asked as their bodies 
connected. 


Chapter Eight 


Roman woke Kyle at six the next morning, already 
dressed. He watched, amused, as his partner rolled over, 
covering his head with a pillow. 

“We're leaving in an hour on the Harley. l’d suggest you 
only pack one backpack. We can either rent a tent or a cabin 
when we get there.” 

“Where are we going?” Kyle asked, sitting up. 

“Someplace my father used to take me when | was little. 
It’s not far, just a few hours.” 

Responding to the look on Kyle’s face, Roman said, 
“Don’t look so surprised, silly boy. | think you were the one 
that wanted a wilderness adventure. I’m just fulfilling those 
wishes.” 

“I love you, Roman.” 

“| love you, too. Now quit looking at me like that. How 
many times have we made love in the last four days? Five 
by my count. Now get up and get your stuff together.” 

“We'll need to stop by my apartment. Remember, I’m not 
completely moved in yet.” 

“Then you better get moving. I'd also like to drop off 
some artificial lilies by the cemetery.” 

Kyle’s arms felt good around his waist as they traveled 
toward Mount Magazine State Park. Roman smiled, hoping 
that Kyle would agree to rent one of the cabins instead of 
roughing it. The silly boy had brought a sleeping bag. 

Leaving the flowers at the cemetery had been difficult, 
as Roman acknowledged the fact he would not be returning 
for at least a week. He was also embarrassed to admit that 
Kyle had encouraged him that Lisa and Adam would be all 
right. Kyle was the strong one, even if his young husband 
wouldn’t agree. 

Feeling Kyle lean into his body as they rounded a curve, 
Roman knew that his partner was healing wounds that he 
thought would torment him for the rest of his life. Kyle made 
everything into a lesson of intimacy, as Roman felt his 


partner’s hands slipping under his shirt to his skin beneath. 
The roar of the motorcycle drowned out Kyle’s words, but 
Roman knew without a doubt that he would hear them again 
later when they were alone. 

Much to Roman’s delight, all the tents had been rented, 
as he paid the week’s rental on a cabin. He would always 
remember Kyle’s excitement. At thirty years old, the look on 
Kyle’s face resembled that of a young boy left alone in a 
candy store. 

Once they were alone in the cabin, Roman asked, 
“Haven't you ever been anywhere before?” 

“Not like this with the man | love,” Kyle replied, still 
speaking too fast. 

“Calm down, or you are going to crash before we ever 
get to finish bonding. It’s almost eleven. How about we grab 
some lunch, and then we can finish unpacking.” 

Kyle must have been completely ignoring him, because 
he found him standing near the fireplace, running his hand 
across the mantel. Roman grabbed him from behind, 
causing Kyle to laugh. 

“It’s ninety degrees outside, silly boy.” 

“We can turn down the air and light it tonight. | think the 
sleeping bag will work very well,” Kyle replied. 

As Kyle turned toward him, the look in his partner’s eyes 
sent desire raging through his veins. 

Stifling an urge to rid Kyle of his clothes, Roman replied, 
“There will be plenty of time for that. Right now I’m starving. 
After we eat, I’d like us to hike some of the trails.” 

The woods around the lodge were fairly secluded as 
Roman felt Kyle put his hand in his. Both men walked in 
silence for nearly thirty minutes. Roman could feel Kyle’s 
fingers caressing the inside of his palm. 

“You never finished telling me how he hurt you. Other 
than the fact that he was a drunk, verbally abusive, and 
gave you HIV,” Roman said, glancing briefly at Kyle before 
looking back at the trail. 


“His name was Jack. He wasn’t always that way, only 
when he drank. | caught him with several men at the house 
we shared. He told me he loved me, too. On the night we 
had unprotected sex, we had a terrible fight. Jack had 
punched me in the face, and it left a pretty good black eye. 
It happened so quickly. | could have hit him back, but | 
didn’t. It was the usual cycle of abuse. He apologized. | 
believed him, and we ended up in bed together, and | 
contracted AIDS. Two weeks later, he had to have some 
blood work done for a job physical, and it had revealed he 
was HIV-positive. | left him the following morning. Every 
month for the next six, | was tested. The seventh month, it 
came back positive.” 

“I’m so sorry, sweet boy.” 

“| hadn’t been intimate with anyone for two years when 
you hired me. After Jack, | tried dating once, and when | told 
him that | was HIV-positive, he never called again. You were 
different.” 

“I was in love. That's was the difference.” 

“Aren’t you afraid of contracting it?” 

“No. We’re careful, and even if | did, it wouldn’t matter. | 
intend to spend the rest of my life with you.” 

As they continued to walk, Roman glanced at Kyle as a 
slow smile highlighted his husband's face. 

“I’m sorry for my behavior.” 

“We're past that now. Actually, | am glad that you 
decided to throw your fit. | knew you were right. I’ve known 
we were right since that kiss in the locker room.” 

Roman pulled Kyle off the trail to a nearby tree. Leaning 
Kyle against the bark, he kissed his husband’s forehead, 
watching as his partner closed his eyes for an expected kiss. 

“| love you so much, sweet boy,” Roman whispered, 
tracing Kyle’s lips with a fingertip. 

Roman hadn’t expected them to kiss, and he was 
shocked at the stolen caress Kyle placed on his cheek, as he 
watched his husband run away down the path. 


“Where does he get his energy from?” Roman mumbled, 
chasing his lover. 

He caught Kyle about a hundred yards away, grabbing 
him into his arms. 

“Don’t make me do that again, silly boy! Come on. We 
need to get back to the cabin. | want to unpack, maybe do 
room service for dinner, and then we can explore the rest of 
what I have planned.” 

Later, both men sat in front of the fireplace listing to the 
embers crack. Roman had Kyle neatly wrapped in his arms 
on the couch as he glanced at his watch. 

“It will be dark soon,” he whispered against Kyle’s ear. 

Kyle murmured something incoherent as he snuggled 
closer. 

“Tired?” Roman asked, stroking Kyle’s cheek. 

“Yeah.” 

“I told you that you would crash.” Roman laughed. 

“I’m not crashed yet!” 

“Go get on the bed.” 

“| was wondering when you were going to ask. You’ve 
been teasing me all day!” 

“That’s been the point.” 

“The point of what? My gay baby is going to put out 
tonight,” Kyle said, discarding his T-shirt and jeans before 
striking a Suggestive pose on the bed. 

“Tantric sex,” Roman replied, discarding his own clothing 
as he lay next to Kyle, running his fingertips over his 
partner’s body. 

“Tantric sex...right? So I’ve been your experiment 
today?” Kyle asked. 

“| guess if you want to call it that. Now sit up and face 
me.” 

“No condoms and lube tonight. So whatcha got? This 
should be interesting! | may have to take a cold shower 
later.” Kyle chuckled. 

“Be serious! | want this bond with you. Now look in my 
eyes without saying anything.” 


Roman watched as Kyle met his gaze, watching as his 
partner immediately looked away. 

“Tell me?” Roman asked, turning Kyle’s face back to his. 

“| haven’t seen that before.” 

“| haven't felt this way before,” Roman responded, 
putting a finger against Kyle’s lips, silencing him. 

Their gaze was finally broken when Roman began 
touching Kyle everywhere except where his partner urged. 

“You're going to have to be compliant,” Roman said, 
continuing to trace his fingertips down Kyle’s body. 

“| may need to sleep with the ice bucket. Touch my hard 
dick, dammit!” Kyle replied. 

Amid his protests, Roman could feel Kyle’s excitement, 
both mentally and physically, as he continued. 

“I’m finding myself very much in love. Very connected to 
you,” Roman whispered quietly, “in ways | didn’t think were 
possible. | had thought Lisa’s death also killed the ability in 
me to love again. | was wrong...so wrong,” Roman continued 
as his lips found the places that his hands had visited. 

“| want to be connected to you in a different way. | 
Should just flip your over and stick my dick up your ass 
myself!” Kyle responded. 

“We are connected, just not in the way that you might 
think tonight, my oversexed gay baby. Now sleep,” Roman 
said, wrapping Kyle in his arms. “There will be plenty of time 
to make love.” 

Kyle didn’t protest, as Roman soon felt the even 
breathing of his husband next to him. He lay awake for a 
short time, enjoying the feel of the warm body wrapped with 
his before he succumbed to sleep himself. 


Chapter Nine 


At six o’clock the next morning, both men were lying on 
the sleeping bag in front of the fireplace. The shadows from 
the waning fire and the early dawn provided just enough 
light for Roman as he watched Kyle’s expressions. 

“Mad | wanted to go first?” Roman asked, looking down 
into his husband’s eyes as he slipped inside of Kyle’s ass. 

“Not really,” Kyle replied, wrapping his legs around 
Roman’s waist. 

“Not really?” Roman questioned as he rocked against his 
partner’s body. Kyle’s hands were clutching his hips, as he 
felt his entire length fill his husband’s ass. “What? Do you 
like that? My thrusts deep inside you.” 

Roman watched as Kyle’s eyes closed in pleasure as his 
husband’s body bucked against his own. 

“Shit,” Kyle muttered as Roman quickly found himself 
flipped underneath his partner’s body. 

From condom to ass, it had taken Kyle a matter of 
seconds before Roman felt the hard, even strokes inside of 
his own body. 

“Is is going to feel this damn good every time I’m inside 
of you? | love you,” Kyle muttered as he shuddered in 
release. 

Roman had to literally cover Kyle’s lips with his own to 
stifle his husband’s cries. There were other guests on the 
property. 

“Were not done with you yet,” Kyle said. “You’re close, 
aren't you?” 

“love you, too, Kyle,” Roman replied, nodding. 

“Sit up.” 

“What?” 

“Sit up. | want to slide down your hard rod.” 

“My horny boy wants to ride the white pony.” 

Kyle’s movements were eventually quelled, as Roman 
thrusted hard into his husband’s ass. Their eyes met before 
they collapsed on the floor. 


They had both woken about an hour earlier, and now 
Roman couldn’t remember how they had migrated from the 
bed to the floor. Not a lot had been spoken, as Roman 
recalled the versatility of their lovemaking: the insistence of 
their actions, their bodies beneath each other, the 
culmination of the bond that Roman craved. As he continued 
to look at Kyle, his partner smiled, brushing lips against his. 

“I think you got what you wanted. | like knowing that 
your ass has only held my dick,” Kyle replied. 

“You still have a smart mouth, silly boy! We got what we 
needed. Two messed up souls have found peace.” 

“So what do you want to do today?” Kyle replied as the 
boyish tone returned. 

“I thought we’d try rock climbing, since you did mention 
it. The lodge has some equipment we can rent.” 

“I haven’t climbed since | was in college,” Kyle said, 
laying his head on Roman’s chest. 

“Im thinking about selling Ripped,” Roman said, 
changing the subject. 

“You're kidding me! What brought that up?” 

“I’ve had some offers in the last year.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me!” Kyle asked as his smile 
disappeared. 

“Okay...watch your temper!” Roman replied, watching 
Kyle relax. “I want us to move to a state where we can be 
legally married. | was wrong...It does matter to me. It also 
wasn’t fair for me to minimize your desire for that. | know, 
and | think you do, too, that we are married in our hearts. 
However, if we are going to have a home and children, | 
want it to have legality, too. As you already know, Arkansas 
offers us nothing. If the blood test comes back positive, then 
| was thinking that New York might be an option. | plan to 
retire at fifty anyway. That’s only eight years away. | have 
invested well. In the meantime, maybe we can open another 
gym. With your degree and experience with physical 
therapy, the job market is pretty open for you.” 


“| want to engrave your ring,” Kyle replied. “Would you 
think it was too corny if | said ‘forever and always’?” 

“Nothing that you could ever say would make me think 
that,” Roman said, twining his legs with Kyle’s. 

“Since you seem to have our lives all planned out, gay 
baby, | don’t want to wait for children. I’d like us to find a 
surrogate. I’ve been thinking a lot lately about holding your 
child in my arms.” 

“There’s something else,” Roman replied, pulling Kyle 
beneath his body so their eyes made contact. “I want to 
take your name. We can be Kyle and Roman Stringer.” 

“Isn't this romantic,” Kyle said, chuckling. “The big boss 
man has the perfect plan for their lives. The silly boy wants 
to engrave a ring and have children, and the gay baby 
wants to share his partner’s last name.” 

“I’m serious, Kyle. You're the strong one.” 

“That’s hardly true.” 

“Let me finish,” Roman said, pulling Kyle closer, feeling 
the curves of their bodies conforming. “I’m yours 
completely. Roman Carter no longer exists anymore. He’s 
been replaced by someone whole. | keep asking myself how 
| can possibly deserve you. So whether or not you choose to 
believe in your strength, | cannot control, but | can control 
the fact that | owe you my life.” 

“Dude, please...all | asked for was a honeymoon camping 
trip. You didn’t have to bare your soul to me.” 

“Silly, silly boy, yours has been naked to me for such a 
long time.” 

“We're going to fuck again, aren’t we?” 

“That would be my guess,” Roman replied as their bodies 
connected. “Quit playing the innocent schoolboy. | might be 
able to pull it off, but certainly not someone with as smart a 
mouth as yours.” 

It was almost noon before both men were dressed and 
walking toward the main office building. 

“Wait,” Kyle said, stopping and taking Roman’s hand in 
his. “I kind of liked feeling you against me on the bike. We 


can’t do that rock climbing. On the ride up here, | saw some 
lookout points ten or twelve miles back.” 

“I thought you wanted to rock climb?” Roman said, 
releasing Kyle’s hand, hoping none of the other guests had 
seen their affection. 

“What?” Kyle asked, visibly upset. “I’m tired of hiding my 
feelings for you,” he continued, brushing his lips against 
Roman's. 

“This is not the place, Kyle! Be patient. That’s why | 
suggested that we move, but if you want to go bike riding, 
we'll go, silly boy. | liked feeling you, too.” 

Kyle against his body as they winded the highway was 
intoxicating. The cologne he wore mixed well with his scent, 
creating a musky odor that already had Roman thinking 
about their next encounter. Smiling, unknowingly to his 
lover, who had slipped his arms under his shirt, Roman 
recalled not only the incredible bond they shared, but the 
sheer pleasure of making love to Kyle. He marveled at Kyle’s 
experience. So jaded for such a gay baby of thirty. His 
husband was incredible sexy, knowing exactly where to 
touch and kiss, and breathe his sexual dialogue that often 
turned explicit. Roman knew Kyle could also be tender, 
remembering his husband’s patience their first night 
together. 

Feeling Kyle’s arms so tightly that he could barely 
breathe, Roman could not avoid the jeep that had crossed 
the center line as they rounded a curve. Kyle’s deafening 
scream faded, as the bike was tossed into loose gravel, 
coming to rest against the guardrail. The tires of the black 
Wrangler faced skyward. 

Roman had gripped the handlebars on impact, riding 
with the bike to its final resting place. Now pinned between 
the bike and the guardrail, he expected to see Kyle nearby. 
The smells of burnt rubber and gasoline were nauseating. 
He tasted blood, fighting consciousness as the pain in his 
head intensified. Freeing himself from the wreckage, he had 


to find Kyle. The silly boy had refused to wear a helmet. As 
Roman removed his, more blood stained his hands. 

As he heard Kyle’s screams, he wished he had been 
hallucinating. His husband was lying under the jeep, pinned 
from the waist down. The driver, a young girl that Roman 
thought was barely old enough to be behind the wheel, was 
crushed against the steering wheel. She lay motionless, 
staring with hauntingly cold eyes. 

“Don’t leave me, Roman! Please don’t leave me! It’s my 
fault! We should have gone climbing! I’m cold! | can’t feel 
my body!” 

Roman removed his T-shirt, wincing from a sharp pain in 
his shoulder, to cover Kyle’s chest. The panic in his 
husband’s voice, as the color drained from his face, 
convinced Roman that whether Kyle lived or died depended 
on him. Fighting dizziness and drops of blood that kept 
appearing on his hands, he had to stay awake. He had to 
keep Kyle awake. 

“I’m not leaving you, sweet boy!” Roman said, realizing 
that the cell phone attached to his belt was in three pieces. 
“Remember how you're always taking care of me?” 

“| can’t feel anything! | don’t want to die, Roman! Please 
don’t let me die!” 

“Baby, you’re not going to die!” Roman said, suppressing 
his own panic at the possibility. 

By now, several cars had stopped. The voices were 
garbled around him as Roman focused his attention on Kyle. 
He was so pale, his skin clammy and cold. Speaking 
uncertain words, Roman said anything that came to mind, 
just to keep those green eyes staring back at him. 

As the sound of metal cutting threatened to muffle 
Roman’s words, he lay down next to Kyle on the bloody 
pavement, despite what he thought were gloved hands 
trying to urge him into a vehicle. 

“| won't leave you, silly boy,” Roman said against Kyle’s 
ear. 

“I’m so cold, Roman!” 


The deafening roar of a Medflight drowned out Roman’s 
words, but he spoke them anyway, continuing to caress his 
partner’s hand in his own. No one tried to remove it, either. 
He guessed they didn’t want a beating. 

Hearing of a possible dislocated shoulder and a 
superficial facial wound placated Roman’s own health as he 
focused on the medical flight team working on Kyle. Still 
gripping his husband’s hand, Roman refused to move more 
than an inch from Kyle’s body, or to break eye contact. 

“| love you,” Roman whispered, oblivious to those around 
him. At this point he shrugged off the hand that was placed 
gently on his back. He shook his head at the voices swirling 
around him. When a set was offered to him nearby, he 
refused. 

Slowly processing the activity around Kyle’s body lying 
on a backboard, Roman recognized words, such as “ETA,” 
“five minutes,” and “crush injury,” followed by a string of 
medical terminology that meant nothing. Feeling the grip of 
Kyle’s hand in his was the only thing that was keeping him 
sane. He was quite sure that the validity of that had been 
questioned by those aboard. 

“I love Rebecca,” he heard a voice say, feeling the same 
hand return to his back. “She’s my partner. I’d do the same 
for her. No one on board is going to judge you. Say whatever 
you think he needs.” 

Staring back, Roman saw a young woman wearing 
Surgical scrubs checking Kyle’s vitals. Almost as if she 
anticipated his question, she replied, “They’re okay. Better 
than what they should be, considering the nature of his 
injuries.” 

“Roman!” Kyle cried. 

“I’m right here, baby. It’s going to be okay. Focus on my 
voice.” 

“I can’t feel my legs!” Kyle said as tears dampened his 
cheeks. “Don’t leave me alone!” 

“Don’t cry. We’re almost at the hospital.” 


“He's in shock,” the woman explained, “sort of the 
body’s own natural defense.” 

“His legs?” Roman questioned. 

“Let’s just get him to the hospital.” 

Kyle gripped his hand tighter as Roman focused his 
attention back to his partner’s face. 

“I’m scared, Roman! | can’t feel anything.” 

Shutting out the throbbing in his own head and shoulder, 
Roman brought Kyle’s hand to his lips. The panic in his 
partner’s voice tore at his emotions, as images from another 
day flooded through his mind. Lisa’s screams and desperate 
pleads for help invaded his thoughts. If he had to give his 
own life in the process, Roman was determined that Kyle 
would live. He had to. Roman’s life now flowed with his 
husband’s. 

“You're not going to die. You can’t. We're one, 
remember?” 

En route it was decided that Kyle would be taken to the 
medical center in Hot Springs, serving as one of the region’s 
few level two trauma centers. Upon arrival, the couple was 
immediately separated, as Kyle was taken into surgery. 
While Roman’s gash in his forehead was sutured in the 
emergency room, he could still feel the vise grip of Kyle’s 
hand as he had to pry it free. His husband had to be sedated 
to end the panic that their separation had caused. He could 
still hear Kyle’s pleading voice and the hands tugging at his 
shirt. 

| can’t go with you, sweet boy...! won't leave until you 
can leave with me. 

Roman’s shoulder wasn’t dislocated, just badly bruised. 
Apart from that and the deep head wound, the attending 
physician said that he was in remarkably good shape 
considering the circumstances. Upon suggestion that he 
remain twenty-four hours for observation, Roman declined, 
signing his waiver. Grabbing his bloodstained T-shirt and 
discharge information, he ended up in a chair in the surgical 
waiting room. 


He must have appeared a madman as he later visited a 
restroom down the hall. Splashing cool water on his face, he 
wished that it could be that simple to wash away the events 
of the last few hours. His body ached, but he felt incredibly 
numb. Bruises were appearing near the wound above his 
left eye. Slipping the shirt over his head, he tried to correct 
his disheveled appearance, knowing that he would be 
speaking with doctors soon. He had realized somewhere 
between the crash scene and the hospital that all of their 
belongings were still at the lodge, including his Demerol. 

After pressing the waiting room volunteer for information 
about his husband more times than he should have, Roman 
was finally told that Kyle was alive and in surgery, and that 
the surgical staff would speak to him soon. 

Roman alternated between sitting and pacing the floor, 
eventually finding a pay phone in the hall. Hearing his 
mother’s voice on the other end, he was barely able to 
explain the situation. Roman gave a fragmented sketch of 
the events before coming to rest on the floor, sobbing, as he 
thought he heard his mother say she was on her way. 

As his mother sat next to him, holding his hand, he 
fought the urge to collapse uncontrollably in her arms like a 
child, oblivious to the man standing a few feet away. 

“| didn’t make him come, Roman. He said he wanted to 
when I told him what had happened.” 

Roman stood, walking the short distance to where an 
older version of himself stood leaning heavily on a cane. 

“When your mother told me what had happened and 
your reaction...Anyway, what kind of father would | be if | 
wasn’t here for my son and his husband? | may not 
understand what you and Kyle share, but | would have to be 
cold and uncaring if | didn’t see that you share something | 
want to understand.” 

“I’ve missed you, Dad,” Roman said, quietly staring at 
his father. 

“So have |. Kyle’s a part of our family now. Will you help 
me understand? What about you, are you okay?” 


“Yeah,” Roman answered his father as both men sat 
down. “Another accident where | walk away unscathed. | 
can’t lose Kyle, too,” he said, feeling the words choke in his 
throat. 

“I am assuming that young man up there in surgery 
needs you just aS much as you do him,” his father said, 
putting his arm around Roman’s shoulders. “Lisa and 
Adam’s deaths were not your fault, nor is this accident. If 
anything, | suspect that Kyle’s will to live has a lot to do with 
my son. I’m proud of the man you are. | don’t know if | could 
have handled everything that has been dealt to you in the 
last five years.” 

“| love you, Daddy,” Roman replied, wiping his eyes. 

Before his father had a chance to respond, Roman saw a 
group of what appeared to be doctors entering the waiting 
room. Glancing at the clock on the wall, Roman saw that it 
was almost seven that evening. He had lost track of time as 
earlier events swirled in his brain. 

“I am assuming you’re Roman?” the older of the two 
doctors said, removing his surgical cap. “We’ve heard quite 
a bit about you from Mr. Stringer. Probably more than what 
we should have.” 

Standing to shake the man’s hand, Roman said, 
apologize for his mouth. Is his okay?” 

“Roman, | am Doctor Winters, the orthopedic surgeon on 
staff, and this is Doctor Amir, vascular surgery.” 

Eyeing both doctors, Roman thought the Middle Eastern 
vascular surgeon looked barely older than Kyle. 

“Roman, | think we need to sit down,” Dr. Winters said. 

“No. Is Kyle okay?” 

“His legs were badly damaged. Probably the worst | have 
seen in a long time. It was like a grenade had gone off in 
there. There was nothing that we could do to save either 
leg. In cases like this, we run the risk of infection that can be 
more deadly than the injury itself.” 

As the doctors words started to fade, much like the 
garbled sounds of the voices at the crash site, Roman 


| 


fought to remain in control. 

“How much is gone?” Roman asked, stifling a wave of 
nausea. 

“Both legs had to be removed from the knee down.” 

Roman sank into a nearby chair as his mother tried to 
console him. 

Hearing a thick Middle Eastern accent, Roman looked to 
up hearing Doctor Amir explain what he thought was a 
textbook definition of Kyle’s injuries. 

“He’s lucky to be here, Mr. Carter,” Doctor Winters 
replied. 

Roman had been oblivious to the woman standing 
Slightly behind the doctors, wearing scrubs and what 
appeared to be a flight jacket. 

“Anna, the registered nurse that was on the flight, asked 
us if she could speak with you as well,” Winters continued. 

Ignoring the young woman, Roman replied, “When can | 
see him?” 

“He’s lost a lot of blood and sustained a tremendous 
amount of trauma to his body.” 

Not letting the doctor finish, Roman stated again, “I just 
want to see if he’s okay!” 

“He will be in intensive care for at least the next twenty- 
four to forty-eight hours. Two visitors, ten minutes each, or 
one visitor for twenty every hour.” 

“Does he know?” 

“No. He’s been sedated since he came out of surgery. l’d 
like to keep him that way until at least tomorrow.” 

“I want to be the one who tells him,” Roman said quickly. 

“Not until he’s out of IC, unless he asks.” 

Roman turned his attention to Anna, introducing himself. 

Both doctors excused themselves, letting Roman know 
that they would be on call throughout the night and would 
visit Kyle on rounds tomorrow. 

“I’m Anna, the flight nurse that was with you and your 
partner on the way into Hot Springs. | wanted to make sure 
that | had a chance to find out how Kyle is doing. Also, when 


he wakes up, I’d like you to apologize for me. When you two 
were separated when the flight landed, | whispered to him 
that | was a butch lesbian, and if he didn’t calm down | 
would beat the crap out of him.” 

Roman smiled, looking at the petite woman standing in 
front of him, thinking that she hardly fit the definition of 
butch. 

“Thank you for everything you did. Also, did Kyle calm 
down?” 

“My words and, of course, Ativan seemed to help. Maybe 
when Kyle is better, we can all go to lunch. Rebecca and | do 
not have a great deal of friends, or at least supportive 
friends. We’ve been together for almost five years. I’m not 
going to keep you. I’ve got some paperwork that | need to 
finish before | go home, and | am sure you want to see 
Kyle.” 

Before she walked away, Roman took the piece of paper 
that she handed him with a phone number written down. 


Chapter Ten 


It took every ounce of strength that Roman had not to 
break down as he saw Kyle lying unconscious and hooked up 
to a deluge of machines. His face was so battered and 
bruised. There appeared to be a gash on his chin that had 
been sutured. Roman smoothed the hair from his husband’s 
face as tears filled his eyes. 

“My sweet boy,” he whispered, knowing that he wanted 
more than twenty minutes every hour. 

Recalling the promise that he made when they arrived at 
the hospital, he reaffirmed his vow not to leave until Kyle 
could go home with him. Roman had already made plans to 
Sleep in the surgical waiting room until his husband could be 
moved to a regular room. He had sent his mother and father 
to his condo to pick up some clothes. 

“I won't leave you, baby,” he spoke quietly, leaning down 
to kiss Kyle’s forehead, “not until you can leave with me. We 
will get through this. l'Il always love you regardless.” 

Kyle’s body was covered with a sheet, shielding Roman 
from the bandages that lay beneath. He was going to be the 
one to tell Kyle, knowing that would be the hardest thing he 
would ever have to say to his lover. 

Pulling a chair next to the bed, Roman sat down, taking 
Kyle’s hand in his. He only had ten minutes left. His 
thoughts turned to Kyle’s green eyes staring back at his on 
the pavement, wishing that it had been him lying there. 

“We should be at the lodge in each other’s arms, not 
here, sweet boy,” Roman said, bringing Kyle’s hand to his 
lips, smelling a combination of oxygen and surgical 
disinfectant. 

Thirty minutes later, Roman met his mother and father 
back in the waiting room. 

“Have you had anything to eat? You look so tired,” his 
mother asked, placing a warm hand on his cheek. 

“I'll get something later. | want to be near Kyle.” 


“Are you sure you want to stay here? Dad and | are more 
than happy for you to come to the house for a few days. | 
can make up the guest bedroom for you.” 

“Mama, I’m fine. | promised him that | wouldn’t leave.” 

“Abigail, leave him be,” Roman’s father quickly spoke. “| 
am assuming that he is doing what any person would do 
when they are in love with someone.” 

“Thanks, Dad,” Roman said as he hugged his father. 

“All I've ever wanted is for you to be happy, son.” 

After saying good-bye to his parents in the parking lot, 
Roman went back to Kyle’s room. This time he sat in silence, 
caressing his partner’s hand in his own. He wondered what 
the staff would think if he curled his body beside Kyle to 
sleep. He also pondered sleeping on the floor near the bed. 
Security would throw him out for sure. Knowing he needed 
sleep was one thing, as he had to stay strong for Kyle, but 
leaving him was another. Even if Kyle was in a medically 
induced state of unconsciousness, it gave Roman a sense of 
solace to think that his husband was aware of his presence. 
Laying his head on the bed, he thought for a moment that 
he felt Kyle’s hand squeeze his, ultimately realizing that it 
was his own imagination. 

The sofa in the surgical waiting room was definitely not 
designed for overnight guests, as Roman woke to what felt 
like a dull ache throughout his body. His shoulder was stiff, 
and it throbbed as he sat up. His watch read five thirty. 
Doctors would soon be making their rounds. As he grabbed 
a fresh shirt from his backpack nearby, Roman wished that 
he had his bottle of Demerol. He also wondered if there was 
a medication to heal the pain in his heart. Roman already 
missed feeling Kyle’s arms around him, his husband’s boyish 
grin, and his partner’s sense of adventure. Buttoning his 
shirt, he realized just how close he had come to losing those 
things, and the idea washed a familiar wave of nausea 
through his body. 

The morning doctor’s visit was technical, as Roman 
watched both surgeons checking Kyle’s legs and reviewing 


his chart from the previous night. Seeing his husband’s 
injuries for the first time had proved more difficult than 
Roman had imagined. He wanted to take Kyle into him arms 
and assure him of the love they shared. If anything, Roman 
felt more intimacy with his husband right now than he ever 
did while making love. 

As if Dr. Winters could read his mind, he said, “Kyle is 
going to need your support and love in the months to come. 
He’s doing very well, considering his condition when | first 
saw him yesterday. I’d say he was a fighter, because that 
was all he had. I’m disconnecting the medication that has 
been keeping him unconscious. | want him waking up, 
hopefully by this afternoon. Go slow when you tell him. If he 
continues to improve, l'Il order him out to a regular room in 
the morning.” 

“How soon can | take him home?” 

“That depends on Kyle. I’ve seen patients with this type 
of injury go home in two weeks, while some have stayed a 
few months or more. He will need physical therapy, and, of 
course, prosthetics if he chooses. There is no reason why he 
can’t live a normal life.” 

Roman felt Kyle begin to stir later that afternoon. His 
husband's fingers caressing his own gave Roman a sense of 
hope. 

“Where am 1?” Kyle whispered as Roman kissed his 
forehead. 

Moving to sit next to him on the bed, still holding their 
fingers entwined, Roman replied, “You’re in the hospital. 
There was an accident, and you were injured.” 

“| don’t remember much,” Kyle replied. “We were riding 
the Harley, and then everything just goes black. Why can’t | 
remember?” Kyle continued, looking at Roman with the 
same fear in his eyes as when he was pinned beneath the 
Wrangler. 

“It’s okay. We’ll remember together.” 

“I want to know what happened,” Kyle asked, trying to sit 


up. 


Roman watched as his husband’s face distorted in pain. 

“Lie down, silly boy. You’re still hooked up to a morphine 
pump. Push the button if you need to. Then we can 
remember what happened together.” 

Roman barely remembered telling Kyle the details of the 
accident, but he knew that he would always remember 
Kyle’s response. 

“Get out!” Kyle screamed. 

“Baby, we can look at the bandages together! We can 
get through this!” 

“Get the hell out, Roman! Visiting the sick is over!” 

Knowing Kyle’s words were probably a product of trauma 
and a reaction to strong painkillers didn’t reduce their ability 
to sting Roman’s heart. 

“I’m sorry, silly boy. | made a promise to you that | 
wasn’t leaving until you could go home with me.” 

“Well I’m relieving you of that obligation,” Kyle spoke, 
tossing his water pitcher at Roman, drenching him in the 
process. 

“Maybe it’s best if you leave, at least for a few hours,” a 
voice spoke from the door. 

Doctor Winters was standing in the doorway. 

“While visiting another patient, | was alerted to the fact 
that Kyle was beginning to wake up.” 

“I don’t love you anymore, Roman. Is that enough to 
make you leave?” Kyle stated, turning his face to the wall. 

“You can’t possible mean that,” Roman said quietly. 

“Roman, can | speak to you at the nurse’s desk?” Dr. 
Winters spoke quietly. 

Roman fought to retain his composure. Turning to Kyle, 
he said, “lIl be back soon.” 

“Security can escort you out, then,” Kyle replied. 

Roman leaned against the nurses’ station, putting his 
face in his hands. That was where his emotions collapsed as 
he let his tears flow freely. 

“Come on, son. Let’s go get a cup of coffee. I’ve been off 
duty for about thirty minutes anyway.” 


Sitting across from the older gentleman in the cafeteria, 
Roman wrapped his hands around a Styrofoam cup. 

“I’ve never been able to drink it black like that,” the 
doctor said, stirring in creamer. The nurses say that you 
slept in the surgical waiting room last night and have been 
visiting Kyle nearly every waking hour. You look bad! What 
have you had to eat in the last twenty-four hours? | see 
injuries of your own.” 

“Why the interest?” Roman asked. 

“I had a son about Kyle’s age...similar personalities... 
always smarting off to his mother and |. He was killed in a 
motorcycle accident last year.” 

“I’m sorry,” Roman replied, drinking a sip of coffee. 

“You two have been quite the gossip among members of 
the staff. | was in the army for a short time. My wife and | 
have traveled all over the United States, so homosexual 
relationships are just like any other. As for Kyle, he’s angry. 
He will go through the grieving process. How quickly he 
does it is up to him. I’m taking him off the morphine today 
and putting him on something less potent. That may help 
his mood. Try to stay strong. Check on him later today and 
let him know that you are still here.” 

Roman sat in silence after the doctor left. The coffee 
tasted awful, and the food hadn’t been much better. Perhaps 
it was from the lingering nausea that had taken hold of his 
body. He kept telling himself that Kyle’s reaction was 
because of his injuries. He even tried to forget his partner’s 
words. However, Kyle’s voice kept echoing in his mind. 

“Can Rebecca and | join you?” 

Roman glanced up to see Anna standing with another 
woman in front of him. They both had trays with what 
appeared to be lunch. He nodded. 

“Rebecca works as an EMT. It’s how we met, actually. | 
was working in the ER, and her crew had brought in a 
gunshot victim.” 

Roman eyed the woman sitting next to Anna wearing a 
blue uniform with boots. While Anna was a diminutive 


blonde with shoulder-length hair, her partner was tall with a 
short crew cut. 

“How is Kyle?” Anna asked, adding dressing to what 
looked like a grilled chicken salad. 

Avoiding explaining Kyle’s mood, Roman told her the 
basic medical facts. 

“Should we tell him?” Rebecca asked after a brief silence 
glancing at Anna. 

“| guess now is as good a time as any,” Anna replied. 
“However, it is a decision that Kyle has to be included on, 
when he is well, of course.” 

“Tell me what?” Roman replied. 

“Anna and | want to have children, and we want you and 
Kyle to be a part of that,” Rebecca said. 

Roman said nothing. He was actually too shocked to 
speak, feeling his face flush. 

“Look, Anna, he’s blushing.” 

“I know. It’s cute, isn’t it? | know Rebecca and | hardly 
know you and Kyle, but | feel a connection. Rebecca and | 
have already decided that | will be the one who gives birth 
to a child. Since Kyle is HIV-positive, we have chosen you. | 
have seen all the traits that | hold important in you. 
Kindness, compassion, and loyalty. And, well, you’re just 
attractive.” 

“I’m flattered, girls, really. Do you know how old | am? 
Forty-two and...” 

“And?” Rebecca asked. 

Roman said nothing, feeling the same flush in his face. 

“He’s doing it again,” Rebecca said. 

“I’ve got to get back to work,” Anna replied. “I don’t 
expect an answer now. Of course we all would share the 
responsibility of raising the child.” 

After both women were gone, Roman put their 
conversation aside. He couldn’t even begin to consider their 
request, not now, and certainly not without Kyle. Tossing the 
coffee in the trash, Roman knew he was about to disregard 
Dr. Winter’s advice. Of course he planned to check on Kyle, 


but what the doctor didn’t know was that Roman planned to 
alter his husband’s thinking. Roman was determined that he 
wasn’t going to go days, maybe weeks, allowing Kyle to 
drive a wedge between them. He knew his own mood 
bordered on anger, as the lack of sleep and pain in his 
shoulder clashed. 

Within a matter of minutes, Roman was sitting on his 
partner’s bed. Kyle must have been sleeping, because he 
didn’t hear Roman walk into the room. 

“I don’t want you here, Roman,” Kyle said groggily, 
opening his eyes. 

“I’m not leaving. By the way, why don’t you look at me 
and tell me that you don’t love me. | seem to remember 
that you couldn’t do that earlier.” 

Roman watched as Kyle’s eyes met his for a brief 
moment and looked back toward the wall. 

“Can’t do it, can you? | didn’t think you could. | don’t 
know where your little outburst came from, but it’s not 
happening again!” 

“| meant what I said, Roman. Get out!” 

Walking to the other side of the bed, Roman sat down, 
taking Kyle into his arms. 

“Stop struggling, silly boy. You’re just making the pain 
worse.” 

Roman felt Kyle’s body relax against his as he brushed a 
tender kiss against his lips. 

“I was so afraid that | wouldn’t be able to feel your warm 
body against mine again. | will not allow you to drive a 
wedge between us. So, we are going to talk and resolve this 
now! Not later! Not with you screaming at me to get out! 
I’ve worked very hard at building a bond between us, and | 
will not let whatever it is going on in that silly head of yours 
destroy it.” 

“Please, Roman, just leave!” Kyle said as tears filled his 
eyes. 

“Like hell | am! What are you afraid of? That your 
equipment won’t work? It’s still intact, isn’t it? Or that 


maybe | won't find you attractive anymore? Because you 
have no idea how very attractive you are to me. Talk to 
me!” 

“And tell you what, Roman?” Kyle replied, fighting back 
tears. “That | don’t feel whole anymore...that you depend on 
me for strength? | ultimately take care of you, remember? 
This is going to affect every aspect of our lives together, 
including our sex life. | don’t even want you to be intimate 
with me like this.” 

“Like what? All | see is you. Albeit a stupid you, but still 
the man I am in love with.” 

Kyle smiled briefly, saying, “Gay baby, just go. This isn’t 
going to work.” 

“When you were lying on that pavement, all | could think 
about was the possibility of living the rest of my life without 
you. | would have done anything, including giving my own 
life, to not have seen the fear and pain in your eyes. I’ve 
been here ever since, keeping my promise to you.” 

“What do you want me to say, Roman, that you're a 
martyr?” 

“No, but you could acknowledge the fact that there is 
someone in your life who believes that their marriage is 
worth fighting for. Who believes that the love they share is 
worth whatever trials they are faced with. That Kyle has 
found a partner who will never hurt him.” 

Still holding Kyle in his arms, Roman was conscious of 
Kyle’s body trembling. Through tears, Kyle said, “Please 
don’t leave me!” 

“Sweet silly boy, | promised you always and forever.” 


Epilogue 
Two years later 


Roman opened the doors to labor and delivery, carrying 
the babies in his arms. He watched Kyle stand, walking to 
meet him. 

“How’s Anna?” Kyle asked. 

“She fine, just tired.” 

“| can’t believe they're finally here. Can | hold them?” 
Kyle asked. 

“Of course. Are you okay like this, or do you need to sit 
down?” 

After the accident, Kyle had spent two weeks in the 
hospital. Six months after going home, he had been fitted 
with prosthetics. Physical therapy, combined with Kyle’s 
stubborn spirit, had returned a sense of normalcy to their 
marriage. Roman also had not experienced any pain in his 
legs for almost two years. 

“I’m okay,” Kyle replied as Roman laid the babies in his 
arms. “Were Anna and Rebecca okay with the choice of 
names?” 

“Yeah. They thought it was rather appropriate.” 

“Welcome, Faith and Hope Carter,” Kyle smiled at the 
children. 

“There’s also something else. The sale of Ripped went 
through this morning. The real estate agent left a message 
on my phone. So | guess we are Officially moving to New 
York with Anna and Rebecca. After you and | are legally 
married, we are changing Faith and Hope’s names to 
Stringer, also.” 

“Are you Okay living in the same state as Catherine?” 
Roman said, breaking a smile and still staring at the babies 
in his arms. 

“Since Andrew is not my son, | don’t guess it really 
matters. All that matters now is that we are a family,” 
Roman replied, looking into Kyle’s eyes. 


“They look so much like you, Roman.” 

“In vitro is a wonderful thing.” 

“I want these babies and our move to be a new 
beginning for us. They say girls are harder to raise than 
boys, more drama.” 

“Those experts haven’t spent any time in a household 
with you, silly boy!” Roman laughed, kissing Kyle tenderly. 


THE END 
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